+; OF. 

a aay naz, 

e = 

~ - , {- 
x Tae 
“24 cet | 
= = 4 
= = — 
. ~ 


; 7 j a ; : 7 j 
rae, Ue ‘. ; eth " ¥. 
= oe Vat oe Le ee 4 

at a pit Aes, idk 


: its 





fy 4 of ‘ i 4 
we Wate ie 


IU OY take ee e 
© Sang et. 








Annan OLS 


i Entered at the Post Office Dept. Ottawa, Ont.,, as second class matter. 





Published at St. Johns, P-Q. DECEMBER, 1933. | oa cee ip enplop tet es 





Post Paid to all parts of the world- 


Te 










+9 
- ~w 
=] 
= = 
F 
" ; 
‘ —_- a 
4 


Ys 


aS OES DESEO SORE ORE 


= 


\ 


f o9 
AN 
a; a s | rel 
— ST efi. cag 
| ‘a 
| | % f 


‘“He who has a thousand friends 
has not a friend to spare.”’ 
—Omar Khayyam 
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Never a Christmas morning 
Never the old year ends 
: But Souvhody thinks of Somebody 
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- Everything f for 
| WINTER SPORTS| 
| Now is the time to select your | 
SKIS 
SKATES 
and CLOTHING 


We have a very large and varied selection of 
everything for jwinter sports. If you are out of 
town, just send us your size you wish and we 
shall send you goods that will please you at the 
price required. 





HA WKES £00, hati 


Established 1771 
















Tailors and Military Outfitters 
Cap and Accoutrement Manufacturers 














: By Special Appointment to The Royal Canadian 
Dragoons and other unitsof the 
Dominion Services 






_ Our Representative visits the chief 
centres of the Dominion Annually 
1 SAVILE ROW, London, Eng. 

CABLEGRAMS: “Captaincy, Piccy, London” 


(Late of 14 Piccadilly) 
ESTIMATES SENT ON APPLICATION 











Write for price list. 


| MORRAY & COMPANY, Inc j 
1247 McGill College Ave, ‘| 
ae 


- MONARCH BOT TLING WORKS 


Manufacturer of Ginger Ale, Cream Soda sid 
Mineral Water, &c., &c. 


On Sale at the R. C. D. Canteen. 


St. Johns Beer Depot. 


FRONTENAC BREWERIES LTD. 


The English Ale at its best, and the Troopers’ tavourite, 
supplied to the R. C. D. Canteen by 
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A CARRYING PARTY UP TO 
THE GOOD OLD !I6TH BATT. 
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‘A MERRY CHRISTMAS AND 
[4a HAPPY AND PROSPEROUS 
<;] NEW YEAR TO ALL COMRADES 
PNEW & OLD EVERYWHERE 
ny 4 Aes Dec. 1928 







I CHRISTMAS OR NO | 
CHRISTMAS THIS | 
WAS A TASK JoB!| . 






—==| ANDHISCUTE | 
LITTLE LANTERN 


| 


Li AS 














Fair while jumping his horse 
“Bronte, is almost—well—again. 








Capt. J. Wood, and Lieut. E. 
W. H. Berwick, *‘A’’ Sqn. were 
visitors to Stanley Barracks dur- 
ing the Winter Fair, they look 
very fit and well. The St. Johns 
a'r seems to agree with them. 





We were also glad to see Capt. 
W. E. Gillespie, up from Kings- 
ton, for a visit. 





A detachment of fifty of alb 
ranks from ‘A’ Sqn. proceeded to 
Montreal on Tuesday Dee. 5th un- 
der the command of Lt. Col. E, L. 
Ca!dwell which led the parade at 
the funeral of the late General 
Sir Arthur Currie, C.C.M.G, K.C. 
B. V.D., L.L.D. Commander-in- 
Chief of the Canadian Corps in 
France, and Principal and Vice- 
Chancellor of MeGill University. 

The party left the C.N.R. station 
by special train at 7.30 am. re- 
turning late the same evening. 

Some of the former Royal Can- 
adian Dragoons Officers noticed 
were Lt. Gen. Sir Richard Turn- 
er, V.C, Major.-General J. H. Mac- 
Brien, Commissioner of the Royal 
Canadian Mounted Police, Major- 
General V. A. S. Williams, Com- 
missioner of the Ontario Proyin- 
cial Police and Major-General |, 
H. Elms'ey, former D.0.C M.D. 
No. 3. 


NewY ork Horse Show 


Pairs of International Officers’ 
Jumpers. 








srd—Capt. Mann on Margot 
and Lieut. Cleland on Roxana— 
144 points. U.S.A. and __ Irish 
Free State tied for Ist and 2nd 
with 1 point each. Czecho-Slova- 
kian and Swedish pairs 4th and 
oth. 


Westchester Challenge Cup 
(Teams of Three) 


Ist—Canadian Army Team (lst 









Lieut. Cleland on Roxana. Three 


“THE GOAT” 
| 


team) Capt. Hammond on Red 
2tume; Capt. Bate on Spats, and 


‘anyddyg— 1b. 


clean performance. 

2nd—lIrish Free State (1st team ) 

3rd—Canadian Army Team, 2nd 
team) Capt. Hammond, on Kip- 
pendavie ;Capt. Bate on Pegey 
MeNeill and Capt. C. C.' Mann, on 
Bronte. : 

Irish Team(1st Team) and Can- 
adian Army (2nd Team) were 
tied for second place and tossed 
—the Irish Team won the toss and 
were placed Second. 

The Handy—Roxana jumped off 
twice—twice clear, but on time 
was not placed. : 


‘OO'LS *PIOD AKT 


‘OO'LS ‘PIOD ay 
PUL PlOF aYyM Ul Jos ‘anyddes—¢oPrL 


‘00'S 1$ “epsoq daoaHty 
APL Ul Jas “spAved ajoyM 991 ]-—ZOPL 
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T407—Tie Clip, engine turned 
platinum top. $14.25. 


T410-Signet Ring, with 


Teams of Three International hire. 14k gold. 


Officers, shown abreast 


4th—Canadian Army Team— filled. $9 


Capt. L. D. Hammond, Capt. C. 
(CC. Mann and Lieut. Cleland on 
Red Plume on Margot and Roxa- 
na. 


751 St. Catherine West, 
Teams vf Four International ches AAS. 


Jumpers— 


Mann. 


4th—Canadian Army Team— 
Activity ridden by Lt. Cleland. # 


One following the other at a safe 
distance. 

Ist Canadian Army Team with 
the only perfect performance. | International Military Individual 
Capt. Hammond on Red Plume; Chatlenge Trophy. 

Capt. Bate on Spats; Capt. Mann 
on Bronte and Lieut. Cleland on 
Roxana. 


4th—Canadian Army Team— 
Roxana ridden by Lt. Cleland. 





The Brooks-Bright Foundation 


Chalenge Cup. THE ROYAL WINTER FAIR, 


TORONTO, 


Inte-national Teams of 3 abreast 


Ist Canadian Army Team—Lt. 
Cleland on Roxana. ; 

3rd—Canadian Army Team— 
Capt. Bate on Peggy McNeill Ist Top Wig—tLt. Cleland, G.G. 

4th—Canadian Army /Team—}]|B.G.; Bucephalus, Lt.-Col. Tim- 
Lieut. Cleland on Margot. mis; Bronte, Capt. Hammond. 


I inal Mili This team tied with Sweden and 
$1000 Internatio tary U.S.A. teams and won in the run 


Sweepstake ‘off. 

4th—Mike, Lt. Ardagh; Musso- 
lini, Lt. Phillips, Dunadary, Lt. 
Cleland, G.G.B.G, 


2nd—Canadian Army Team— 
Margot ridden by Lt. Cleland. 

Sth—Canadian Army Team— 
Spats ridden by Capt. Bate 

6th—Canadian Army Team— 





GIFTS FOR 


H 


T404—Cuff Links, 14k gold, chased 


T405—Kum-apart 
border, 10k gold top. $7.00. 


T408—Signet Ring, 14, 
i4k gold 
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MEN 


border. loose connections, $10.00 pr. 





Links, engraved 


_ 


———— Se 


T406—Safety Pin, platinum and gold, 
$12.00. 


TO Nfs 
Gold, > Bloodstone 
Ring, heavy, richly chased 


ulders, $35.00. 


T411—Pocket Knife, engine turned, 2 blades, 
10k gold, $8.75. 





AB Se Aho tad Chain. extra quality, gold 


T413—Waldemar Chain, 10k gold, $13.50. 


MAPPIN & WEBB 


Montreal, Que. 


International Broad Jump Course. 


3srd—Spats, Capt. C. C. Mann, 
tied for 1st place and drew lots. 


International Handy Course 


Ist—Margot, Lt. Cleland, G.G., 
B.G. 


Open Officer's Chargers 


2nd Gold Leaf—Lt. Col, R. S. 
Timmis, D.8.0. 


Other Ribbons Won by R.C.D. 


Open Light Weight Hunters— 
lst Golf Leaf—Lt. Col. R. 8S. Tim- 
mis, D.S.O. 

Canadian Officers’ Jumping, 3rd 
—Red Plume, Captain Hammond. 

Working Hunters—4th Mussoli- 
ni, Lt. Phillips. 

Open Green Hunters 5th Mike 
—Lt. Ardagh. 
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ridden by Lt. Cleland. 
‘‘The Racket’? 5 foot Class 


2nd—Canadian Army Team — 
Shaughraun ridden by Capt. 





Electricity Transforms the Home 
LET US SHOW YOU HOW 


Southern Canada Power Company Limited 








TROOPERS JUMPING 


Ist Tpr. W. A. Knight on Bran- 
dy,—b. 44. 

2nd—Set. F. A. Green, on Box- 
er,—B. 40. 

3rd—Tpr. J. H. Davidson, on 
Blackie —B. 40. 

Sth—Cpl. Stafford—B. 96. 

6th—Cpl. Morgan, B. 112. 
(Decided after all three had tied 
for first place.) 


Results of Saddle Class 


Ist—T pr. P. J. Lennon, on Joe,— 
B. 61. 

2nd—Tpr. P. J. Stratton on Bud- 
dy, B 79. \ 


3rd entry Swedish Army Team | 


4th—Set. J. Langley, on Prince 
B. 78. 

oth 
B. 40. 

6th—Cpl. J. Siggins on Beaucai- 
re B. 18. 


S.S.M. Sayger on Boxer, 


Military and Po-ice Mounts 


2nd Tpr. P. J. Lennon, on Joe 


B. 61. 





BRITISH ARMY TRUMPET 
FIELD CALLS 





It will of interest to all sold- 
iers to learn that The British 
Trumpet field calls were composed 
by Hayden and presented by him 
to George the Third in 1793. The 
Reveille is the call of Dedication 


Remembrance and _ this latter 
not be considered as the call of sor- 
row as the last note rises to a 
crescendo of glorious triumph, 





We acknowledge with thanks the 
Canadian Defence Quarterly, The 
Household Brigade Magazine, The 
Eagle (Royal Dragoons) and the 
Connecting File. 


SABOURIN & SABOURIN 





Attorneys and Counseliors-at-Law | 


Tel. 785, P.O.B. 963 
25 St. James Street 
ST. JEAN: P.Q. 





The Goat Is printed by E. R. Smith 
Co., Limited, General 
Johns, Q°-s. 
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By courtesy of Montreal Daily Star 


The passing of Sir Arthur Currie 
removes one of the noblest fig- 


ures from the Canadian scene, In- 


deed, the feeling throughout the 
Dominion will be that Canada has 
lost her greatest citizen, Although 
he dies at the comparatively early 
ave of fifty-eight, he has achiev- 
ed for himself two outstanding ea- 
reers, He has been literally what 
our 


in war and first in peace.’’ He 
was the Canadian Commander-in 
-Chief in the Great War, and he 
has since been a distinguished 
principal of our greatest Univer- 
sity. 


Bither achievement would lave | 


ranked him with the immortals. 
Canada will never forget the man 
who led her troops to victory, not 
only marshalling them against the 


‘foe, but fighting just as valiantly 


for their comfort in rest and their 
safety in action. All the courage 
in that struggle of Titans was not 
displayed on the battlefield. Sir 
Arthur was regarded wherever 
warriors met or Statesmen wrang- 


led) as} decidedly a man to be reck- ; 


oned with. 

When peace came, he remained 
still the champion of the *‘return- 
ed man’’, The soldier who happily 
survived—but unhappily did not 
always prosper—has never had a 
better, a more effective or a more 


persistent defender than his fel- 


whilst the Last Post is the call of |, oa. who fought with him 


through the mud and blood of 
Flanders. Sir Arthur never forgot 


his comrades-in-arms, He never 


doubted their courage or fighting 


heart when there was fighting to 


be done, He ever ranked his Can- | 
adian first. But when the fighting | 


was over and the turn of the shelt- 
ered civilian 
eratitude, Sir Arthur-was qu‘te as 


came to prove his 


|determined that the evidences of 


this gratitude should be in some 
tieasure at least commensurate 
with the sacrifices and risks they 
were meant to mark, 

But when the bugles sang ‘truce’ 
and the war was won—and the 
‘statesmen’ had started to lose the 
peace—Sir Arthur turned back to 
elvilian life. He was not content 
to relnain a military hero in retire- 
ment. Under pressure, he took up 


hero-worshipping neighbours | 
say of George Washington—‘ first 
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RESULTS OF N.C.0.s AND | SG Avthur Currie 





In many ways, it proved to be 
harder than even the custodians of 
that great institution anticipated 
But Currie soon proved that he 
was the man for the job. Nothing 
daunted him. His marked skill. as 


a great executive came into play. 


His success in the peaceful and con- | 


structive field of higher edueation 
was as great—though on a smaller 
seale—as h's outstanding success 
amidst the ghastly terrors of war. 

One revelation of Sir Arthur's dy- 
namie personality appeared in both 
fields. No man ever wrote or de- 
livered more insplirng messages. 
His last speech—which the hand 
of fate prevented him from deli- 
vering in person—was one of the 
finest and most uplifting addresses 
to a mourning people ever couch- 
ed in supremely fitting phrases. 
But he has always been capable of 
just such flights of matchless ap- 
peal., His message to the Canadian 
troops in the dark days of March, 
1918 when the British front had 
broken and the French were fall-| 
ing baek, when Haig admitted with 
grim candour that our “*backs are 
to the wall,’’ was one of the most 
thrilling army orders ever penned. 
It was worth battalions of fresh 
troops. 

Sir Arthur shared with Abraham 
Lincoln the power of stripping his 
publie utterances to the bare steel 
framework 
meaning. He lost no force in empty 
verbiage. His vital words vibrated 
with power. His messages to his 
fighting men read like Lincoln's 
Gettysburg speech which is today 
recognized as one of the greatest 
and most moving of human utter. 
ances, What Sir Arthur might hav 
these depressing 


done for us in 
davs of trial and discouragement, 


had he been permitted to offer the | 
nation the unflinching leadership | 


which he gave so potently to out 
soldiers, 
Certain!y he would not have Jacke 

for for for 


initiative, courage, 


‘clearness, for inspiring appeal. 


Now that he is gone, we have 
only his example, the memory of 
his personal magnetic touch, the 


lreecrd of his deeds, the repeated 
proofs of his courage—in peace as_ 


in war—to cherish among our 


ereates’ legacies from the past. He 


now belongs to history. But he has 
left us an imperishable inheritance 
in the thoughts he embalmed ju his 
classi¢ prose, backed by the weight 


exacting task of |,of his impressive personality. Such 


needed to carry So Meee a modest 











no one Gan now measure. | 





guiding McGill into the new day.|a man does not die. He will be re- 


membered and quoted and recalled 
as an inspiration long after the 
men talked with him and 
themselves passed from the scene. 
and heard his living voice have 
He becomes one of the imperishable 
possessions of the Canadian people. 


who 


As a Commander he left our Can- 
ada Land. 

Beloved by all who behind him 
stand. 

He has followed his men, so courag: 
ious and bold. 

To rest with them in a Kingdom 
of Gold, 





MONUMENT TO WAR HEROES 
AT THE FAIR. 





Courtesy of the Mail & Empire 


No feature of this ivear’s Royal 
Winter Fair has interested the 
reat crowds in atendance to a 
vreater extent than the daily para- 
de and brief life histories of veteran 
war horses. Officers chargers who 
fought through the great world con 
flict on the western front and are 
now leading lives of ease through 
the gratitude of their owners. This 
parade has had such an emotional 
effect upon the daily throng that 
it has given birth to the idea of 
monument in 
honor of those steeds which died or 
were wounded during the war, The 
directors have announced their de- 
cis'‘on to proceed with such a pro- 
ject, and it is understood that the 
statue which will be of life size 


‘will be erected in the Exhibition 


erounds not far from the Coliseum 
where the Winter Fair is annually 


held. 





Cheerful Christmas Thoughts 





Another blinking year has rolled 
around and here we are at the end 
of 1955. Much water has flowed 
interprovincial bridge 
and may things have happened. 


under the 


The main thing to remember at 
this festive season is that although 
you may not feel any older than 
you did this time last year, yet you 
are still 365 days vears nearer the 
grave, 





“The present is merely an invisi- 
ble bridge between that which has 


. gone before and what which is to be 


ee 





“A” R.C.D. Serjeants 


Mess Notes. 





This month the Mess has been 
a hive of industry, the Pool table 
has been brought from the large 
upstairs room back to its original 
place downstairs, additional shel- 
ves put in to accommodate the 
library, new drop lights over the 
pool table and also upstairs. The 
large room upstairs has been fix- 
ed with decorations and the floor 


prepared, with the view of using 


it for dances through the winte 
season, 

The moving of the pool table was 
an excellent idea, as now it 1s 
used more, the main reason for 


this is because it is close to the 


‘Shrine of Bacchus,’ ‘‘ And How’’ 
says Tupper. 


Sqn. S.M. Harding paid a visit | 


to H.Q. and ‘B’ Sqn. while on 
furlough and reports everything 
fine at Stanley Barracks. 


F.Q.MLS. Hill ‘‘The Old Firm’ 


has been on the sick list the last 
couple of months, and is now on 
sick furlough. We all wish him the 
best of luck, and thope to see him 
back again soon. 


Ex-Farrier S.M. Simpkins, and 


Mr. Maudsley visited the Mess last RAS de” 
sist be FOE AGS MLE ES al ce, which is expected to be held 
month, We were all pleased to see 


them, Old Sim certainly looking 
very fit and we hope it won't be 
long before they come again. 

~ On the 11th November, after the 
Armistice parade, a little celebra- 
tion was held in the Mess, where 
members of the U.S. Army from 
Fort Ethan Allen were entertain- 
ed. They had originally come to 
play the squadron at football, but 
on account of the field beine cover- 
ed with about six inches of snow, 


this was cancelled, but undoubted- | 


ly everyone had a good time in 
spite of the weather. 


At present we have attached to 








PHOTOGRAPHER 


Photo supplies, 


Printing and developing 
for amateurs, 


76 Richelieu St. St. Johns. 


Lt.-Cel. Caldwell 


‘was being 


‘‘T’ve often thought that.’’ 





¢é 


the Mess, Tp. Q.\L.S. Bonnett, 4th 
Tp.Can. Signals and Sqn. $.M. Gla- 
sier of the New Brunswick Dra- 
goons. They are attending the Roy- 


al School of Cavalry, with a view | 


of qualifying for Warrant Officers 
Class II, Set. Jewkes also is at- 


‘tending the same course to quali- 


fy for serjeant. Best of luck Bill. 


A new honorary member was wel- 


comed to the Mess last month in the | 


person of Mr. E, Berger, of St. 
Johns Que. 


On the 24th November, the Mess 


held first danee of the _ sea- 
son. The music was supplied 
by a sif piece local orches- 


tra, under the able direction of 
Mrs. Gorman. 


There was plenty of fun and ex- 
citement the whole evening, lots of 


tae dances and several of the ever | 


popwiar ‘* Paul Jones’’ where every 
body gets acquainted. 


It was regretted that our C.O. 
was unable to 
attend, being at the; time on leave. 


‘He was admirably representea 
by Mrs. Caldwell, who was 


escorted by Major Hodson, offi- 
eer commanding *‘D’’ R.C.D. 





A good turnout was had, some’ 


110 people being present, and it 
is hoped that a similar gathering 
will be present at the next dan- 


on the loth Dee. 


Sjt. Bobby Blake, our able Mess 
eaterer was kept busy and was cer- 
tainly on the job, but was heard 
the next morning to remark, **‘ Boy 
Oh Boy now my dogs do ache’ 


‘Cheer up Bob, the first time is 


always the worst. 

We are all pleased to see Mrs. 
Jewkes present and looking so 
well after her long illness and re- 


cent accident, 





A young man being unemployed 
eXamined under the 
‘*Means Test’’: **Yoh're in lodg- 
ing aren't you, “‘said the chairman 
‘*Don’t you think it would be far 
better if you were with your par- 
ents?”’ 

‘*Yes, sir.’’ replied the applicant 

‘“fAh, I thought so’’ said the 
chairman, ““Now tell me young 


|man, where are your parents?”’ 


‘‘In the cemetery, Sir,’’ replied 
the young man. 





| Marshall lacks the 
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~ Garrison Billiard « 


Tournament. -=--. 
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Cavalry Barracks 


How the Mighty have fallen! The 


Garrison Billiard Tournament 
which opened up hostilities on 
November the 18th eventually came 
to a close on Saturday November 
the 25th with Tpr. Ross (Jimmy to 
you) as champion. Tpr. Ross. who 
to our knowledge has not played 
billiards very much and lacks the 
experience of the other players, 
started in to show them, what he 


could do in this noble _ art. 
‘In fact he improved so much 
that with the aid of his 


handicap he defeated such experts 
as Pte Swicker, R.C.A.8.C. Pte. 
Isaacs, R.C.A.M.C. and Pte, Cook. 
of the K.C.R. 

The first game opened up with 
Tpr. Gardener, V.8., Tpr. Marshall. 
experience of 
of Gardener and was defeated by 
him. i , 

/Cpl. MeDonald and Tpr. Four- 
nier were the next on the table, 
Tpr. Fournier turning out the win- 
ner. 

Cpr. Russell and L/Cpl. Dobson, 
played the third game in which our 
‘*Rusty’’ won. 

Tpr. Madden and Pte. Cook 
tangled cues for the next game. 
Madden who got tangled up 
little too much was not in form 
so Cook walked away with the 
laurels, ala: 


went at it to see who would be 
the victor. Noppy was defeated, out 
dashing Jimmy proving the better 
mal. 

The second round of the tourna- 


ment was headed by Tpr. Gar- 
‘dener and 
fagain emerging the victor. 


Tpr. Fournier Dave 
Cpl. Russell and Pte. Cook play- 
ed for the second game of the se. 
eond round, this was ‘‘Rusty’s”’ 
off night he was defeated by Cook 
who played a very clever game. 
The third game of the second 


amusing game especially when 
young Swicker was defeated, he 
dashed off and had a Coca-Cola 
on the spot evident'y to try and 
vet straightened around. This wa- 
yuite a surprise to Swicker as he i 
reputed to be the best player in 
Garracks. He was strongly advised 


--~ = \feated Barny who 
Tpr. Staples and Tpr. Ross than | 


round was played by Pte. Swick-| 
er and Tpr. Ross, this was a very 
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to take an aspirin with his Coea- 
Cola if it happens again. Pte. 
Isaacs and ‘‘Battling Dunk’’’ R. 
C.D. dinished the last game of 
|the 
out a doubt the finest game of 
the whole tournament, as the re- 
doutable Barny had a handicap of 
120 to catch up. He played 220 
to ‘‘Battlers’’ 100 and in spite of 
‘this the Poultice Walla’’ came 
out the winner. | 

At this stage of the game the 
tournament reached the semi-fi- 
Tpr. Gardener. Pte. 
Cook, Tpr. Ross and our old ‘Poul- 
tice Walla’ all set and ready to 
go. 

The game was now at its peak, 
who was the winner? speculation 
was heavy, Pte. Isaacs and Pte. 
Swicker were picked out as the 
most likely. No one paid much at- 
‘tention to Jimmy Ross, we have a 
sneaking suspicion that that young 
man has been doing some quiet 
practice on the side with a broom 
handle and a golf ball. (One never 
knows. ) 


second round. This was with- 


nals with 


Semi-Final! 


Tpr. Gardener and Pte. Cook, 
were the first to enter for the first 
ganye of the semi-finals, Cook play- 
ing in a very clever manner de- 
feating Dave with ease. 

Tpr. Ross and our old ‘‘Iodine 


_ | Dabber’* Barny were next to pick 


up the cues, This game was very 
interesting te watch ag Ross, who 
_seemd to improve considerably, de- 
dashed over 
to the Hospital, took a box of as- 
pirins, a bottle of Coca-Cola, and 
went to bed, Pte. Cook and Jimmy 
Ross then went into a huddle over 
‘the billiard table. Jimmy was now 
in top form, he certainly needed it 
as he was facing a very determin- 
ed player, “‘.\s the old saying is 
“Practice makes perfect” and Jim- 
mys practice (as we think) with 
the o'd broom handle and golf ball 
convinced Cook that he was the 
winner so deciding that his defeat 
needed washing down, he jomed 
he rest of the Coca-Cola drinkers in 
the Canteen. 


— 





The handicaps were as fcllows: 


Tor, Marshalhcse cee ise. 170 
Tor, (Gardene? ..o.5- 54-262.) h00 
Por JP OUnTIeE <i4 ¢ecs eda 130 
L/Gpl MeBonald ... 2... 150 
Cipl. Wtnkeell ee sanee= es so% 220 
EVAR. ENODSOD  cecciyre ix 6 se 140 
Tor, Madtlan. deni Hak see's 199 

FE GEP SS LERARL Os iceacorete'= sieeve 190 
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EApe NMMEROL ye sci ahs 2950 
pr. Asta Plessis aso 130 
WT VOSS: GP A555. sso mes 100 
Fite; saaes, S026. Penioe 220) 
Si A. ane ook eet 100 


These points which each player 
had to make were handicapped ae- 
cording to their ability and were 
considered fair the 
comments that were passed by the 
spectators. 


Judging by 


And so another billiard tourna- 
ment has come to a close, this was 
a great ‘success, all kinds of 
clean fun being obtained from it. 





A man took his wife on a visit 
to Parts. Neither had been to the 
french Capital before, so they be- 
van treating themselves to a good 
dinner, 

Towards the end of the meal 
the man was telling his wife, that | 
her french pronunciation was all 
wrong and that she shouldn’t say | 
‘‘Merei’’ as if it were the Enelish | 
word ‘‘Merey.’’ 

‘Now ['ll give that waiter a ten! 
franc note ‘‘he told her’’ 
listening carefully.’’ 

He handed the man the 
francs and the reply was °° 
very much, Sir.’ 


If it’s 
Stationery 
Get it at 


BERMAR 


52 Richelieu St. Johns Que. 


and you 


ten 
Thanks 








Established in 1876 Tel 65 


C. 0. GERVAIS & FRERE 


Dealers in Dry Goods Groceries, 
Hardware, Glass, Oils, Paints 


and Cement. 
Wholesale and Retail, 





GET YOUR DAIRY SUPPLIES 
from 


Granger Freres 


162 171-173 Bouthillier St. 
St. Johns, Que. 


You can depend on first class 


Milk, Cream and 
Butter 


All pasturized 


Tel. 


wood | = 





oe 


'team next year. 


stock, 


' they 
The leading Dairy in the City | butchers hung over the boards with 


“THE 


Toronto Notes. 





One “Royal Night.” 


Everyone goes to the Roya] Win- 
ter Fair some time, and some peo- 
animals, 
So it 


ple, and quite a few 
there all the time. 

to pass that we put some white 
blanco on the of our 
shirt, and went across, with 
gloves in our hand and no cane, to 


eu 


Calne 


Oe 
Our 


eollar 


conduct a personal reconnaissan- 
ee of the many attractions which 
the papers made so much of. Since 
it was early when we arrived, and 
the activities in the ring consisted 


‘of some very benevolent gentlemen | 


thumbing a flock of various cattle, 
we first made a tour of the An- 
nexes. We saw, among other things 
millions of apples, miles of onions 
on strings, whole acres of wheat 


done up in bundles of fifty, and 


several young mountains of but- 
ter, all of which made us think 
that here indeed was a land flow- 
ine with milk and honey, the milk 
beine F.O.B. cow. Continuing our 
investigations, we visited the fa- 
mous Walker House gold-fish ex- 
hibit. and watched the fish that 
has been on Piquet since last year. 
This fish walks up and down a 
board walk, and altho’ we were 
charged a small contribution, 
waited for almost an hour, 
did not see a change of Sentries. 


and 
we 


Another famous fish, 


of its time jumping over a low | 
hurdle. and ‘tis said that it ex- 
pects to make the international 


By this time, the 
ving activities had donned a more 
promising appearance, and so we 


entered the ring proper, just in 


time to see those iron constitution- | 


ed lads in blue bringing in a Jump 
course. As usual they all dispayed 
a passion for trees, but they were 
kept well in hand by their ‘‘fore- 
who were reeruited trom 
Barracks. It is in this ring, or 
so we are told, that the Fair makes 
all its money, and there were many 
eenerous contributors that even- 
ing, whose entrance fees went for 
nonght, This class finished, we 
next witnessed a parade of live- 
massive bulls, and meek 
cows were then led into the ring 
and with much bellowing, 
a sort of musical ride at the walk. 
| think it was the ‘spiral’ 
iid so well, 


men 











| nely 


put on) 


that | 
while rotund 


GOAT” 


Ss 





—— __--- 


their tongues hanging out .thum- | 
bine the edge of the board as if ; 
‘testing a knife. We heard many 


| remarks such as ‘‘That’s a nice bit 


of brisket’’ and ‘‘good sausage 
stuff’ 
the crowd and then the parade 
miraculously unwound itself, and 
wormed its way out of the ring 


again, At this time we were forced 


|to return to stables, but soon were 


back in the hitching ring. The ac- 
tivities of those emp oyed here 
brought cries of admiration from 
'men on the Ride, and even ‘‘we’’ 
sighed with pleasure when we saw 
one of them jump onto the rear of 
wagon to untie the number, which 
was fastened on behind, This ope- 


of the hitching ring, and when he 
dismounted at the far end, he wait- 
ed for ten minutes before he could 
bum a ride on the ‘‘Harness Po- 
ny*’ class which followed, and so 
eet back to his desk. These men 
are surely worth their salt, and 
perhaps a little vinegar too, for 
than ‘‘Whasyournumber’’ and 
-‘Tion’t forget where you got it,”’ 
they always have enough numbers 


to go around. The Musical Ride 
earned loud applause from the 


creat crowd, and then we! had an- 
other short session in stables. Af- 
ter shaking the tan-bark irom out 
eyes, and brushing a little dirt off 
‘our boots, we returned yet again, 
‘for we had not seen all. We were 


ma a eg, 


spends most | just in time to witness the perform- 
'ance of ‘Haystacks’, 
| se and we were keenly disappointed 


the Robot hor- 


We had heard that this beast was 
conversational, and said 
things, ‘‘ I yamma lo- 
and they took all 
Was 


most 
among other 
cowboy, 
me bulls,’’ and a’so that it 
quite spry for an animal of such 
size. It was. led into the ring by 
several of the blue-clad boys, who 

liked the word 


‘f he had colic, To judge by 
the number of acrebats who eman 


as 


ated from his mouth, he must at | 


least have suffered from imdiges 
tion. His cargo unloaded, Hay- 
stack was led back into lis han- 
var, and this was apparently the 
signal for the acrobats to go quite 
mad. After one of their number 
had ob‘igingly let the other twel- 
all 


stood on his own feet, 


while he 
they dash. 


ve walk over him 


looked as if they like 
and then Haystack hung his head 
| 
| 


ration took him the entire lengtl? 


ed madly about the ring, hurling 


as we mingled freely with | 


-levision, 





oraceful movements with his hat 
which did not cause a great deal 
of lauwher. After this troupe had 
worn themselves to shadows, a lar- 
ge Acme Dairy truck was led 1n, 
and) just asi we were prepared to 
witness a mechanical cow, or some- 
thing like it, the lights went ont, 
and we saw a fellow talk to us, 
irom the Royal York Hotel. It 
was our first experience with te- 
it certainly was a 
Several musical 


and 


bit 


of a‘right. 


‘numbers were offered, and the ar- 


rs ee 


altho’ they seldom say much more) 


NO a 


ee  — 





ny 


once more, 


fists were clearly visible. The In- 
ternational ( )fficers were then of- 
ficially welcomed, although we are 
almost forgettimg the G.G.B.G. 
mounted band, the only one of its 
kind in captivity. We believe they 
went immediately back into reti- 
rement after their appearance, 
and we certainly saw a great deal 
of white faces, not all) on the hor- 
se eijher. However with constant 
practise this organization will have 
a band to be proud of and should 
prove a real addition to the Gar- 
rison. 


The international officers jJump- 


‘n@ was next, and we saw some 
really spectacular Jumping. Six 


horses were tied with clean per- 
formances, and after several] Jump- 
offs, two were still tied, and they 
tossed up for it, with the result 
that Lt. Ranguse of the U.S. team 
won first place, while Lieut. Sachs 
of the Swedish Army was second. 
We had heard a lot about one of 
the Czech horses, and so we were 
in the hitching ring as ib Was 
sadd'ed. Two men hold it down on 
either side, with ropes, while the 
horse strains itself in an effort to 
break loose, and then, when all 1s 
clear, everyone lets go, and the 
horse starts off like a shot from 
a gun, However there must have 
been something wrong with the 
powder that night. We were par- 
ticularly struck with the riding of 
the Swedish Officers, and with 
‘Judge*’ one of their horses, the 
personal property of the Crown 
Prince of Sweden, and we saw ma- 
familiar faces amongst the 
Irish Free State contingent. After 
tne International, interest seem- 
ed to lag, and so we sallied forth 
our thirst for more 
thrills being strong within us. Pass- 


| ing through the Eastern Annex, we 


thought we saw some very attracti- 
ve cuspidors, which npon 
inspection proved to be Austin 


closer 


themselves into the air with rare! cars. We saw some very small ra- 
abandon, while the one clown made dios, which could easily be car- 





ried in a haversack, and going up- 
stairs, we were greeted by Reveil- 
le, from the lusty voices of some 
thousand cockere!s, and **Soups 
On’’ rendered by as many hens. 
The noise made us think our own 
trumpeters were giving us mess- 
call for a change, and so we didn't 
stay long. The Dog show was our 
next stop, and here we saw more 
varieties of dogs than we ever 


larly struck with some old English 
Sheep-dogs who go around look- 
and a tritle hazy. 
Some of these have so much wool | 
over their eyes that we feel sure 
that the well known 
about being ‘‘all wool and a yard 
wide’ originated here. We saw 
some real Sherlock-Holmsey look- 
ing blood-hounds, and also a Da- 
echund three feet long, with a swas- 
tika on its port bow, the swastika 
had been carefully executed by 
means of an oil rag, and looked 
real Hitlerish, Delving still fur- 


benevolent, 


eXpression | 


we visited the live stock depart- 
ment where we saw many tons of 
beef in bed, and as it was now 
almost midnight we felt a trifle 
sleepy ourselves, and so returned 
to our own domicile, 


The fair this year is apparent- 
ly to be a great success, to judge 
by the immense crowds at the 
liseum daily. The exhibits accord- 
ing to the papers exceed those of 
other years, and interest in thls 
Show of Shows is greater than 
ever. Just before we ‘‘turned in’ 
we visited the Cattle Judging 
Ring, a's it lay in our path, and 
here we were surprised to see Many 
men in shirt sleeves, heaving hor- 
se-shoes, and indulging in tobacco- 
spitting competitions. We were na- 
tural:y curious to find out why the 
activities were so late in terminat- 
ing, and when we politely inquired 
of another spectator who was ¢om- 


(lo- 


posing himself for ‘sleep on, a bun- 


dle of old newspapers, he told us 


that these two had been throwing] 


‘ringers,’ one after another, sin- 
ce ten that morning in order to 
settle a semi-final match which 
had started the day before. And we 
once fancied ourselves as a_ pit- 
cher of horseshoes, 


A Frarh 5 foay ob 





Rudyard Kipling has written 
many poems extolling Army life, 
We wonder if he even went to sta- 


bles. 


‘this issue, 
thought existed, We were particu- | 





heavily 


a hl 
| lea 
ther into the pot-pourri attractions | 


| les. 








Here and There. 


Merry Christmas to all our read- 
ers....we almost said supporters, 
but Since our only supporters are 
our garters we feel sure the sen- 
timent would be wasted there 
The Royal is over, and much 
written about same elsewhere in 
so we will curtail our 
remarks to a few cursory ones.... 

cour desk is piled high with 
the combined efforts of our staff 
bolstered for the Xmas 
Number, and we have a great time 
sorting out the wheat from the 
‘chaff and throwing away the wheat 
eee Sky Joe (Willis to you) has a 
bad attack of ‘Signature Sciatica’ 
and is learning to write with his 
left hand until the rubber stamp, 
comes in..-:..der foist troop stoo- 
ees KAD and MAK were award- 
ed foist prize of a paper plaque 
for having the most Homelike 
Svhook......simee item 
came in, the School has been 
abandoned, and so they wil have 
to rest on their laure:s. 

Albert and Alfy, those Hy potes| 
nusing experts are having a great 
time at school. Albert, who 
finished well up in the 5-mark- 
and-under Class at a recent tesi 
says he expects to eraduate in 
time to get his penston while Al- 
fy who led the parade in the mi- 
nus Dd-and-below Class says he is 
just waiting Tor the rema ander | 
ty eatch up with him 
ve (ABCD) ete. has gone 
team work with a vengeance-- 

nothing pussonal meant George. . 


1s 


this 


7s + = = 


in tor 


-hearty congrats...... ai 
knew (except Albert and Alfie) 
that Alfred burnt the cakes way 
back, but how many of us know 
who burnt the Spuds?......-.. we 
did bit of secret training for 
the Marathon during a recent Pa- 
rade, only to find that it was no 
secret, as everyone else, more or 
less was doing the same thing.. 


‘it was a sad sight after the 


first furlough to see so many of} 


the Old Sweats falling by the way- 
side, or dropping back as rear f1- 
.our arrival at the 
Place of Parade was a most ins- 


ete... .-" 
piring event 


standing with tired looks on their 


ner to be almost immediately fol- 


| lowed by our main body who form- 


a roodly crowd. 
‘| apparent y tired of waiting were | J 


“TEE 2GGAT.”’ 


ed up very much out of breath, 


and the erowd woke right up, and 
looked almost eagerly in the di 
ection from whence we had come. . 

.atter a slight pause, they were 


our rear-pointers, connecting files, 


and other ‘attached’ arrived, also 
rather winded....thee was a long- 
er pause, and then our neighbors 


dd not, stay with us, but then it is 


‘generally known that they seldom | 4,7" 


hurry unless dressed in shorts, 
and not a very great deal even 
then (see Result of Camp Dis- 
mounted Sports 1931-32-33) 
our return to Barracks was much 
more decorous until the Command 

Fall Out the Married Personnel”’ 
co depleted our ranks that the re- 


fr Fs = @& 


mainder weren't enough to make a | 


coal fatigue look easy- 
from there we go into ie midst of 
Committee for the Adjustment 


the ¢ 
of Musical 
lio, permission, and with very lit- 
tle sense)....this body is presideg, 
over by the invincible Connie..-- 
according to Oswald, our star re- 


| | porter, who wormed his way into 


| faces, and some very weak looking | 
“ | 

knees when our outriders, probably 

Joek and Liitle Joe turned the cor- 





usually silent of late 
Geor- |,» yw to the honorable mentions. 


) one of the so-secret meetings, a 


resolution was passed ° 
Three Star Gasoline Signs be pro- 
cured as markers for the Shankhai 
‘n response to loud eri- 
the 





Cross ”’ 
es of ‘*Give us the Classics," 
No, ten room radio has opened up 
ae we are not referring 

‘*Apple Joe*’ (Willis to you) 
ner to the Baron who has been un- 
and 


ay 
“Th 
ub, 


Several Huzzahs, and a Good King 
Wences'as for Chopper Kuights 
who rode to fame and victory in 
the N.C.O’s jumping, defeating 
such foreign entries as Charlie, and 
Battleship, 
six Bears. . -and a lond 
please for Jinky and Davey 
finished second and third respect- 
parte ace hs we thought that Dav- 

s first performance the best of 
the lot, and many other celebrated 
critics agreed with us... 
we are sceptical 


noise 
who 


ahem. . 


Rides (without portfo- lin the same 


‘that several | 


to say nothing of the) 








al 


about writing 
about our Officers in this colunm 


‘these columns.. 


}can pour 


Page ? 


Wear for you know, we must eat 
-however, their performances 
at the Roval were of the best, and 
with a bad!y crippled team, they 
covered themselves with glory.. 
we saw the judging of the Chare- 


ey class,......and we haven't yet 


seen the N.C.O’s and troopers ¢lass- 


es......we would not be very sur- 
prised to see someone ride ‘* Hay- 
to victory in this event, but 
perhaps we will be able to report 
on that later and so another 
year draws to a close--..much has 
happened since we last burned the 
old Yule Log. (or was it coke), and 
much matter has passed through 
occasionally 
we hear Some snorts of disapprov- 
al, mostly from the horses, with 


2 2 & @ @ 


i. * 


| reference to our rather candid re- 


marks in this column....but we 
know that if the item is accepted 
spirit with which it 
.there will be no 
hard feelings.... but.... we 
eetting maudlin....--no attitude 
to adopt with the festive season 
veh ware we are taking les- 
sons from Joe (Willis to you) who 
claims that he can, at one fell 


is written... 
corce 


swoop, drain a quart bottle of 
beer .the secret being, that 


you first pour the beer into a shal- 
‘ow basin, and then literally pour 


‘it into you, through your mouth, 


nose and ears...... what a 
-at our last rehearsal, the 
‘‘one fell sweop*’ racket met with 
defeat, probably because we 
practising with someone else’s beer 
-and, now, you may heave 

vast sighs of relief....it is safe 
to give vent to your innermost 
feelings, once again 
act and do what you 
choose, , .our senior Sergeant 
tea at all hours of the 
5, 5 a even Duff can come back 
.Kap and Mak can mingle 

freely and give vent to that bro- 
therly love which each bears for the 


eves, 
brain. . 


were 


you can 


-. © = @ 


naturally, 


ObHeR ass Co Albert, is allowed to 
vive free rein to his ‘** Impossible 
Possibilities’’...... and all those 


Barrack celebrities can breath ea- 


Officers and men 


Richelieu St. 


Phone 582 





support an old comrade by purchasing your 
drugs and toilet articles at 


REGNIER’S Drug Store 


St. Johns 
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silly for a short time...... which 
being interpreted means that we 
are going on furlough....but?.. 
--....we ll be back...... Thanks. 

J. B: H, 


Random Remarks. 


By Contributor 








MAK, and his theme song **Cap- 


py put the kettle on, and may be 
we can bum a bit of Tea’ are be- 
coming increasingly 
First Troop. And tis said that Cap- 
py gets all kinds of time ‘‘at the 
rear’’ for this same purpose. 

ee ee 

Harry’s Beautiful romance 

in Buffalo, has died a natural 
death. It was never thought that 
this would survive a Black Wateh 
Dance anyway. 

a 


Number Ten Room actually had | 


a distribution of two-by-four this 

month. The Baron (H.H.) must 

be well stocked up with pyjamas, 

ete. this could never have occurred. 
——_—— 

George (ABCD) says that burnt 
potatoes, although slightly black, 
taste like the very best of French 
Fried when served by a certain 
person. 


— 

Albert (The Bold,) who has 
been ‘“‘hypotenusing’’ with a Alfie 
for the last few weeks, is slowly 
coming back to normal. His many 
friends in and around stables wel- 
come this item of good news with 


mixed feelings, saving their expres- | 


sions of joy for the time when he 
passes his examinations. The last 
is expected to occur around the 
early fall of 1941. 


That cow-punching, steer-throw- 


ing, rough-riding, polo-playing, re- | 


eruit in No, 10 Room was initiated 
into the mysteries of disciplnary 
action recently when he allowed his 
many activities (and qualifica- 
tions) to interfere with his duties a+ 
room orderly. 


= -“O-—"— 


‘Connie’ who has never made a 
mistake on a Ride, (nor in picking 
yesterdays winners) says that if 
there were only thirty-one other 
riders like himself, the ride would 
be a tremendous success, That it 
would be ‘‘tremendous’’, goes with- 
out saying. 

——I-____ 

Komo, so called after the town 

which was named after him, ex- 


Di4aa, 1394, 66 





popular in 


| Soldiers 








“THE 


| perienceg pangs of jealousy when 


he witnesses the continued suc- 
cesses of Lancelot. This Old Sol- 
dier Stuff, is the bunk Komo, we 
agree with you. 





ACROSTIC OF APPRECIATION 
TO GENERAL SIR A. CURRIE 





Grief and depressing gloom has 


deeply touched ns all. 

Encircling every living soul 
Montreal. 

No one who knew Sir Arthur's 
stirling, worth 

Expects to meet his equal here 
again on earth. 

Rare qualities had he to quickiy 
organize, 

A man of keen perception, truly 
ereat and wise. 

Leading his men against the bit- 
terest foe, 

have tor 


in 


ages got to 
fear, so 

Indueing them to hold this hard 
won ground 

Retreating not but looking calmly 
round. 

Advancing yet again towards his 
cherished goal _ 

With earnest hope within his heart 
and soul. 

Confident that success would come 
his way 
fray. 

Reducing Fritzy to a state of dread 
and fear, 


Ottawa. 


GOAT” 








wlio joined the Sth Irish’ Lan- | ‘*A CLEAN PAIR OF HEELS’”’ 


cers on February 2nd 1901 and 
served with that unit until Feb. 21 
1913. He then joimed the Royal 
Canadian Dragoons on March 12, 
1913 and on September 24th, 1914 
signed on with the R.C.D., C.E.F. 
serving overseas until July 7Tthy 
1919. 

Set. F. P. Hanaghan, and Cpl. 
A. Bentley, D.C.M. 

Major W. Baty, Major F’. Saw- 
ers, M.C., Sgt. Hallet, J. M. Cpl. 
E. J. Manning, and Cpl. &. W. 
Harding are attending a course at 
the Canadian Small Arms School, 








Capt. M. H. A. Drury and Set. 
R. Davis, have returned from the 
Smai] Arms School Ottawa. 





Set. J. Hallet ‘B’ Sqn. R.C.D. 
did the best Shooting of all who 
attended the Canadian School of 
Small Arms at Connaught Ranges 
Ottawa, this year, 


The following is a line up of the 
football game played between H.Q. 
M.D. No. 4 and the Sgts. Mess, R. 


C.D. Seore 3-1 im favour of the 
)** Drags, 7? 
Sets. Mess.—Set. H. P. Hana- | 


ehan, goal; Set. W. Campbell, 5. 
S.M. C. Smith, backs; Tommy 


Howe, Captain; Sgt. Inst. G. C.| 
‘be proud, and among these are 


Hopkinson, S.M.A. J. Mountford, 


Rendering him powerless to again |ha‘f backs; Q.M.S.I. A, M. Doyle, 


appear : 
in former confidence, with pier- 
cing sting. 
Excelsior Sir Arthur—The King 
—God Save the King! 
QMS. D. W. MADGE, 
No! D C.M.S.C. 
St. Johns Military Hospital 





NEWS OF OTHER DAYS DAYS 
TEN YEARS AGO 





Taken from items in ‘*The Goat’’ 
December 1923. 


Brigadier-General C. J. Arm- 
strong, C.B., C.M.G., made his an- 
nual inspection 
racks on November 9th. After the 
dismounted parade in the after- 


noon General Armstrong present- | 
}ed the Longe Service Medal to the 
W.O. and N.C.0’s—. 


following 


QMS... J. H. Dowdell, R.C.D., 


| (1.C.) who joined the Regiment 


February 17th, 1905. 
Sergeant J. King 


o£ Cavalry Rar- | 





R.C.D. 


Set! J. Langley, Sgt. T. Sheehy, 8. 
Q.M.S. J. Snape, Sbt. J. King, 
forwards. Reserves—QM.S.1. J. H. 
Dowdell, and S/Set. ‘Nobby’ El- 
lis.' 





The following is the line-up 
the return game when the Sets. 
Mess journeyed up to Montreal to 


|play H.Q. M.D. No, 4. 


seore H.Q. 2—R.C.D. 2. 

R.C.D.—Set. Langley, goal, 8. 
S.M. Smith, Tommy Howe, backs 
QM.S. Mauchan, 8.M.A., Mount- 
ford, Sgt. Inst. Hopkinson, half- 
backs, Set. King, 8S. Q.M.S. Sna- 
pe, Set. Sheehy, S/Set. Hill, Q.M. 
S.[. Doyle, forwards. 





HISTORY OF THE ROYAL 
CANADIAN DRAGOONS 





We regret very much that owing 


tallment of the History of the Roy- 
}alal Canadian Dragoons in this 
issue, (Editor.) 





| to the late arrival of the copy we are 
unable to inelude the seventh ins- 


7jumping event, 





Leading Article in the Toronto 
‘*Globe’’? Nov. 27, 1933. 


When Canadian Cavalrymen and 
their mounts win an international 
jumping contest, the event 1s wor- 
thy of special attention, This hap- 
pened at the Royal Winter Fair on 
Friday evening in the competition’ 
for army horses ridden three 
abreast, one of the most pictures- 
que and difficult performances in 
its kind of sport. 

Contending for first honors 
were the highly trained represent- 
atives of the Irish Free State, home 
of famous leppers; Sweden and the 
United States. So close was the 
competition that three of the teams 
had to meet in a jump-off, and 
this the Canadians won. The result 
aroused great enthusiasm. It had 
been rather taken, for granted that 
cavalry officers and their mounts 
from countries older in Military 
experience should excel in such a 
but instead each 
stout Canadian steed showed to the 
visitors the proverbial *‘clean pair 
of heels.’’ 

Clever jumping horses splendid- 
ly ridden may not in a material 
sense, be a great national asset; 
but there are things other than 
big business and industrial su- 
premacy of which is people may 
the Canadian Army horses and 
military men, who have shown the 
world how to get over the Jumps 
—a very desirable ability during 
these rather hard times. 


————  —__——_— 


Old lady (to soldier): ‘‘So you 
have come back from the Front.” 
perhaps you have met my son he’s 
at. the front’. 

Soldier: ‘‘May be, what’s his na- 
me and regiment?”’ 


Old lady: ‘‘I can’t remember 
his regiment, but his name is 
Smith. 


Soldier: *‘That won't he'p me 
much, what rank?’’ 

Old lady: ‘‘Oh, he’s a General.’’ 

Soldier: (in surprise) A General 
are you quite sure?’’ 

Old lady: **Well, not quite, but 
he’s either a General or a Corporal, 
**T know there’s a ‘‘ral’’ in it.”’ 





‘‘Eat. drink and be merry, for 
tomorrow We....er....well...... 
that remains to be seen. We may 
get away with it. (Mens Mess Staff 
please note.) 





— — 





Jim, Jim, Jim, you blooming bil- 
liard sharker Trooper Jim, 
You'd better put some gild on it 
or you'll lose the blooming 
same, 

You blooming billiard sharker 
Trooper Jim. ) 


For he never did before on the 
table make a score, 

But he licked the blooming lot who 
thought that he could not, 
And for his swanking way, Pte. 

Isaaes had to play, 
This blooming billiard sharker 
Trooper Jim. | 


But in the final of the day, our } 
Jimmie had to play. 

Pte. Cook, the champion of the 
R.C.R, | 

But for all the tricks he knew 

He found the tournament was 
through, ; 

Who won? Why. our blooming 
billiard sharker, Trooper Jim. 


The Thoroughbred 
Horse. 








Noticed in the Paper It is a Surprising fact that a 


ereat number of our so-called hor- 
semen are at their wits’ end when 
asked what a thoroughbred horse, 
is, Not in frequently do we hear the 
term ‘‘thoroughbred’’ applied to 
dogs, cattle, and almost every spe- 


The bride looked very attractive 
in a bridal bouquet of white roses. 
sweet peas, and lillies of the val- 
ley, 

ae 

Mrs. Beardley has cast off cloth- 
ing of every kind and invites an 
and bred,Probably the greatest lack 
of knowledge is displayed on this 
continent mainly because the home 
of the thoroughbred as we know it 
if In Eneland. 

Without delving into the remoter 
history of the thoroughbred we may 
safely say that the first records of 
horse pedigree were published in 
1791 in what is called'the Genera. 
Stud Book, This book was publish- 
ed by a Mr. J. Weatherby, and 
contained the pedigree of almost 
every horse and mare that perform- 
ed on the turf for several decades. 
This gentleman accumulated these 
records with no other object in view 


ear. inspection. 


Card of Thanks 


wm ee rr ee 


We wish to thank the many: 
friend's for the sympathy and for 
their assistance in the death of my 
husband. 


There is a story of Lord Rosslyn | 
having applied to Beaconsfield for 
the post of Master of the Buek- 
hounds, ‘*No, No, ‘‘said the Prime 
Minister’’ That would never do, 
your language is much too strong 
for that. But if you like I’ll make 
you High Commissioner to the 
Chureh of Seotland.’’ So the ap- 
pointment was actually made. 


than his own private amusement 
However it was accepted as a valu. 
|} able help, by the better class horse 
breeders as a means of eliminating 
faulty and inaccurate pedigree. 





“So you want to join the Army, 


fer how long? 
‘* Duration.’ To enter a horse in the stud book 
the owner had to satsfy the Hdit- 


‘But there ain’t any war on.”’ 
‘‘T know, I mean the duration| ors, Who held the so’e rights te 
admit or exclude any horse, that 


of peace.’’ 
pedigree could be 
both sire’s and dams 


the horse’s 





Wife: ‘*The maid has just given 
her notice; she said that you spoke 
insultingly over the phone to her 
vesterday,”’ 


traced on 
side without any fiaw, to horses 
and mares that had already been 
registered, In this way, no horse 





- Husband: ‘Great Seott, I or mare could be so'd as a thor- | 


thought I was speaking to you.” | cughbred unless qualified by the 


‘Pe SB OAT? 








What we expect to see in 1950. 


ior damages. 


cie of animal that is domesticated 


|tely there is no record of any stock 





}ed back without a flaw to the hor- 


|shot right through here I was.’’ 
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COOKING RECIPES 





Bread Puddine—Gather up all 
the chunks of bread that have been 
left over on the plates for the past 
week and dnmp them into a buek- 
et of water, Let them soak over 
mght and in the morning pound 

« |into a pulp with the butt end ot 
an empty beer bottle. Take a 
handful of plums and chuek into 
the mess. Stir with a big spoon 
a pan and stick it into the oven. 
and add a little sugar, Dump into 
As soon as it begins to look a 
trifle less disgusting, take it out 
and serve as bread pudding. 


Rabbit Stew—Take a good fat 

cat and give it a bat over the 

— head in the cellar. Remove the 
skin and dismember with a sharp 
knife. Put in pan with a little wa- 
ter and allow to simmer slowly for 
a couple of hours, Season to taste. 





Stud Book, and anyone attempting 
a false trade was liable to action 


How far ‘back the thoroughbred 
stra‘n goes is difficult to determi-|,, =, | 
ue, However) inde vesokecho of pac aet oF four dashes of gum syrup, 
the part of prominent horsemen ! a: Gas # ee asm 
has proved that Eastern blood was aes >: newas ais r brandy, 
in great prominence, The importa- ro BABIES OF Curacao 
tion of Arab horses probab-y be- | One dash of lemon juice 
gan with the Crusade, although 
caretui ‘research has proved that 
Markman Arabian was the first 
Arab horse in England. Unfortuna 








First, mix the ingredients in a 
sinall tumbler, then take a faney 
red wine-glass, rub a slice Jemon 
around the rim of the same and 
dip it into pulverized sugar, so 
that was sired by this horse. The | 1 Ma ra 
names of Byerly Turk Godolohi that the sugar will adhere to the 

mes of Byerly Turk Godslphii Ni shale SO on 2 
ges. ) rOETPON Teadee of the glass, Pare half a le- 
Arabian and Darby Arabian are 3 
2 eet mon the same as you would an 
closely linked with the beginning . ng eure 

, : : eae apple (all in one piece,) ‘so that 
of the Stud Book. Likewise, Buce- Sar ee 

eh | the paring will fit into the wine 
phalus and Eelipse, the latter pro- aes : Wey 
TRS oe aw ; glass. .\fter shaking up the crusts 
ably the greatest horse of all time. 
are two more horses who sired ma- 
av winners. 


With ice, strain it into the wine- 
glass from the tumbler. Then 
smile, 

Today, a horse described as a 
thoroughbred must be entered in 
the Genera! Stud Bock which is 
recognized by every Government 
and horse institution all over the 
world. That jis to say, every tho- 


But the chances are ten to one 
that we won't if these cooling re- 
cipes are carefully followed out. 





Sergeant: (to Schosl Cadets) 
“Now get this straight, you lads, 
Always hold a salute until it is 
returned.”” (The next day a e¢a- 
det nearly froze to death in front 
of a monument waiting for a re- 
turn salute.) 


roughbred’s pedigree can be trac- 


se or mare listed in the General 
Stud Book compiled by Weather- 
by in 1791. Me) ae 


a a 


Soldier (in hospital) ** Yes, Mum Recruiting Sergeant: (to weedy 
= 2 


looking specimen who wishes to 
join the Army*’) but you don’t 
look the type that could do much 
fighting, *’ 


Old Lady: *‘But my good man, 
th:s is impossible, the bullet would 
have gone right through your 


| ‘* Pt ee 
heart. LHW Weedy Specimen: ‘‘ What d’you 
mean fighting what's the League 


of Nations for??? 


a * - ii 
Soldier, “*No, Mum, My heart 


Was in my mouth,” 
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The Complete Riding: 


School Master. 





(By the Courtesy of the Eagle), 


The scene is a Riding School 
Manage on one of the dark and 
dusty plains of India. In the cen- 
tre of the manage stands the villain 
of the piece, the Riding Master. 


He wears a crown on his slee-| 


ve, tight breeches, v-cious spurs 
and a sable mouches his right hand 


toys with a long whip his left twists ! 
his moustache. He looks for all the {that means get down, No, don't 


world like a lion tamer about to 
make his animals performs their 
tricks. 

His victims, a dozen promising 
young recruits are mounted on 
animals who have spent most of 
their soldiering in the Riding 
school now and again they wink 
at the Riding master and he winks 


back at them. 


Suddenly the Riding Master 
clears his throat. At the sound 
thereof the horses cock their ears 
and their riders’ grab handfuls 
of leather and hair. 

R.M. ‘‘Now quietly away 
tra-a-ot'’ the horses break into a 
slow jog trot and the recruits into 


es # # 8 


a cold perspiration. 

R.M. ‘Sit down, sit up, ’O!low 
yer backs, keep the ‘ands down, 
backs foremost, even pace. Num- 
ber two ‘ollow yer back donut sit 
ignched up like you'd over-ate 
yourself. Number seven don’t 
throw yourself about in that 
drunken manner, you'll miss the 
saddle altogether presently com- 
ing down can’t expect the ‘orse 
to catch you every time. 


Nuntber three, don’t tlap yer] 


helbows like an ‘en, you ant ‘aid 
any heggs, ‘ave you? 

‘“Ollow yer backs ‘eads up eels 
down four feet from nose to crop.” 

‘‘Number one, keep your fee! 
back, you'll be kicking that mare’s 
teeth out you will.”’ 

‘‘Come down off is ‘ead number 
seven; this aint a monkey ‘ouse.”’ 

‘‘Keep a light an’ even feeling 
on both reins, backs of the ‘ands 
foremost, four feet from nose tc 
that mare’s tail 
number youre goin’ not 
eoming and any ‘ow that mare 
likes to keep ‘er tail to ‘ersellf. 
You've upset ‘er now the tears is 


crop. ‘}Leggo 
seven: 


oP FB ores Ok 


a bit a feeling for a pore dumb 
beast. 

‘‘Ollow yer backs, even pace, 
erip with the knees, shorten yer 
reins, four feet from nose to croup. 
Number eight, restrain yerself me 
lad you aint shadow-sparrin’ yer 
know. You too Number nine; if 
yer don’t calm yer action a bit 
you'll burst somethin.’ 

Now remember, a tight feelin’ of 


the right rein and pressure of the 


left leew. Ride ....Wa-a-lk! Re- 
turrn! ‘Alt.... pare to S’mount 
.** 5m mount, ’** 


Dismount I said number five; 


dismount on the flat of yer back 
me lad, it don’t look nice. **‘Now 


‘listen to me while I enumerate the 





parts of a horse in language so 
simple any fool can understand. 
This'll always be useful to you, 
fou if he loses one of ‘is! parts you 
wil know to indent for a 


new one, ; 


? O Ww 


‘The ‘orse ’as two ends a fore- 


end, so called from its tencdeney 
to go first and an ind end or rear 
rank. The ‘orse is provided with 
two lees at each end which can ea- 
sily be distingu‘shed, the fore-legs 
bein’ straight and the ‘ind legs 
‘avin’ kinks in ‘em.’’ As the ‘orse 
does seventy five per cent, of ‘is 
dirty work with ‘is “ind legs it is 
advisable to keep clear of ‘em. 


‘The legs of the ‘orse is very 
delicate and liable to crock up, s0 


don’t trim off any unsighty 
knobs; a little of this ‘as bin 


known to spoil an ’orse for good. 


‘‘Next we come to the ‘ead. On 
the South side of the ‘ead we dis- 
cover the mouth which is construct- 
ed for eating his victuals and also 
for ‘is rider to ‘ang on by. 

‘*AS the ‘orse does the other 
twenty five per cent. of is dirty 
work with ’is mouth it is advisable 
to keep clear of that as well. **In 
fact what with 


the ‘orse and that is why we place 


the sadd’e there. Heverything in | 


the Harmy is done with a reason. 
‘‘And now number ten tell me 
what color is yer ‘orse? 

A. Chestnut. 

‘‘No ‘e aint no chestnut and 
never was, no, nor raspberry roan 
neither; ‘e’s a bay. 

‘‘Ow often must I tell you that 


- = ; 7 * 1 e ice a 1 . _ 
fair streaming down ‘er face.. ave] @ chestnut “orse is the colour of 


ig mouth at one | 
‘end and is legs at the other, the 
|middle is the only safe spot of 


T? 


lager beer, a brown ‘orse the co!our 
of draught ale and a black ‘orse 
the colour of stout.’’ 

‘‘Now, stan’ to yer ‘orses, “pare 
to mount, MOUNT. ‘‘There yer go 
number seven, up one side an’ 
down, the other. Try to stop in the 
‘saddle for a minute if only for the 
‘view. You'll get yerself ’urted one 
‘uf these days dashing about all 





over yer ‘orse like that; and s pos- 
‘ing you was to break yer neck, | 


who'd get into trouble? ME, not 
you. “Ave a bit a consideration” 
Now steady! Ride re-turn, walk 
march, Tra-a-oot. Helbows slightly 
touching the ribs, your ribs, not 
the ‘orse’s number three.’’ 
‘“Shorten yer rein, ‘eels down, 
‘eads up, ‘ollow yer backs, four 
feet from nose to croup.” 
‘Get off that mare’s neck num- 
ber seven and try ridin’ in the 
saddle for a change. You ought to 
do Cowboy stunts for the Movin’ 
| Pictures number six, you ought 
really; people would pay money 
to see you ride a ‘orse upside down 
like that. Got a strain of wild 
Cossack blood in you [ suppose. 
‘“There you are, now you've been 
and fell off; nice way you repay 
|me for all the patience and learn- 
ing I’ve given you.”’ 
‘What are you lying there for? 
Day Dreaming. ‘‘Ridecanter! He 


eracks his whip; the horse throw 
up their heads and break into a 


eanter, the riders turn, pea-green. 
let go the reins and clutch their 
saddles. The leading horse find- 
ing his head free at Jast and 
being jheartily fed up with the 
whole business 
manage for the stables, hot:y pur- 
sued by 





lils 


they go. 

The deserted Riding Master 
dams his eyes and blesses his soul 
for a few moments and then 
wanders off for breakfast mutter- 
ing. ‘‘Soldiering was a very dif- 
ferent thing when I joined the 
Regiment.’ . 


By a Worn Out R, I. 


‘“Well done, Sandy,’ said the 
aviator. ‘‘You did well to say no- 
thing.*’ 

‘Ave, Mon. but I nearly spoke 
once,”’ 

“When was that?’ 

“When the wee wife fell out’ 
remarked Sandy. 





bolts out of the 


eleven companions 
who shed some of their riders as 


| I 


ANOTHER SCOTCH ONE 


Scene—Stan‘ey Barracks 


One Bottle of Brown October 
and Cigar 


Mae. The Caterer— ‘I have got 
some good sample cigars here. Wil- 
lhe, 10 cents or 3 for 25 cents.’’ 
Wille—‘ All right, let’s try 
one.”’ 

Mae :—‘ That will be 25 cents.”’ 

Enter Monty: ‘*That’s a good 
cigar that you’re smoking, Willie.”’ 

Mac—‘‘Yes, they are, I have 
a good lot for you to choose from 
all brands, all sizes, all makes, 10 
cents straight.” 

Enters Pete: 
the cigars?’’ 


‘*How do you like 





“Fine.” 

‘*A really good cigar.”’ 

e Vas 7’ 

Wiltie. “‘But Pete you don’ 


smoke cigars, so how do you know 
that they are good ones.”’ 

Pte ‘‘Well, I brought a dozen 
down here from home and gave 
them to Mac to give to the boys 
who smoke them.’’ 

Willie and Monty (together)— 
What the Hell, are you talking 
about?,We have just bought these 
‘cigars from J.Y.”? 





Scene—Stockbrokers office 

Montreal, the morning of Nov- 
ember 11th. ‘ 

Stockholder sitting in office read- 
ing ‘‘Gazette”’ the charwoman busy 
dusting the desk. 

Stockbroker to charwoman: ‘‘ Ma- 
rie, the war has finished,”’ 
Charwoman: ‘‘ What 

mean, has finished?” 
Stockbroker: ‘‘Take a look at the 
paper’ (points his finger to 
headlines ‘‘Germany asks for Ar- 
mistice) ‘*There it is don’t you 
see?’’ 
Charwoman: ‘*‘Thank goodness 
my brother can come home now.”’ 
Stockbroker: ‘‘I did not know 
you had a brother in the war?"’ 
Charwoman: *‘War, no fear, he 
Was up in the bush.”’ 


* 


da yer 





Ist Trooper: ‘‘Say, have you 
heard that Ed. Smith has got the 
D.C.M.. 
2nd Trooper: ‘‘ What for?”? 

Ist Private: ‘‘I dunno,”’ 

2nd Trooper: ** Blimey, why ain't 
got one too, I hid in the same 
trench, 


‘Tite, iG OAT” Page il 
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bai: 
Ours 
Ogden’s Fine Cut is the signature of 


true “roll-your-own satisfaction ... of 


easier rolling and smoother smoking. 


Ogden’s Fine Cut and ‘‘Chantecler”’ 
papers ... that’s a combination worth 
tying to! Any man whostried it will 
tell you it’s a guarantee of really bet- 


ter and more satisfying cigarettes. 


SAVE THE POKER HANDS 


GDEN’ 
FINE CUT 


Your pipe knows Ogden’s Cut Plug. 
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Epsom in Winter. 





From Yhe Rider and Driver 


In winter the Englsh course on 
Epsom Downs is deserted. The 
caretaker in the stand a few ocrur- 
pants of the Downs Hotel, and a 
couple of trainers are all of the 
people located near the 
course. 

To a Canadiar. it does not look 
‘like a race track, There is no out- 
side fence. The public can come 
and go where or when it pleases on 
race day or any other day except 
in the stand and betting enclosure 
The broad strip of turf which is 
enclosed as a course follows the 
natural lay of the land. It is of 
an up and down hill variety. From 
Tattenham corner, where the 
American-bred horse ‘Sir Mar- 
tin,’? fell when he looked like “a 
winner, the grade is up hill to the 
finish. It is located a short dis- 
tance abope the stand. The ascent 
continues from that point 
near the turn opposite the Downs 
Hotel. 

As it sweeps off to the left there 
is a dip to a clump of trees, They 
are neart he starting point of the 
Derby. From there there is a 
step ascent on which the specta- 
tors in the stand ean get a splen- 
did view of the horses as they race 
to the turn and down the grade 
which carries them to Tattenham 
corner. 

In January the course Was 4s 
green as an American pasture field 
in May. The grass was short. The 
blosoms of a few dandelions could 
be seen at intervals between thie 
eate leading out of the bettmg eu- 
closure and the point where the 
judge’s box -is located, Opposite 
the latter and on the inside of tik 
the latter and on the inside of tie 
course js a broad white board with 
a black line in the centre. It tc 
the finishing pecint, and is fai 
enough away from the stand ft 
prevent anyone disputing the re- 
turns. ) 

The stand at Epsom Downs 1s 
a large building equipped with « 
number of steps and verandah: 
which are divided into hoxes. li 
ean, with the seats on the rovf. 
accommodate between seven and 
eight thousands people. The bal- 
anee of the spectators on WUerby 
Day oceupy temperary stauds > 
are scattered over the high grounca 
outside or inside the course. 


NMAae \3294 Ql. 


Derby 


|) Was 





until | 


‘around the world are 





“THE 





The interior of the stand is dl- 
vided into rooms which are used 


‘for offices or the sale of refresh- 


ments, although the latter is well 
taken care of by a four-storey res- 
tauraut which was built in 1914. 
lt is a long and almost as high 


as the grandstand. In the interior | 


of the stand printed lists of the 


box holders in 1924 were still post- 


ed on the large pillars on the dit- 
ferent floors. 

The royal apartments are the 
shown place in the stand at Epsom 
They are on the third floor and 
consist of a kitchen, dining room, 


‘reception room and other rooms 


which have all the modern conven- 
jences of a firstelass hotel. In 
the walls of the reception room are 
4 number of stained-glass windows 
On the bottom of each the name 
of a Derby winner and the year ot 
his victory appears. The first to 
catch the eye is ‘‘Diomed.”’ He 


'won the Derby in 1780 the year it 


established. ‘‘Ormond’’ and 
others which have carried the 
name of the English thoroughbred 
also hon- 
oured with a place in this apart- 
ment. 


The average person is not aware 
that when the King goes to the 
races he takes along his servants 
food, coal, water and every other 


‘article which might be wanted dur- 
‘ing the visit. 


The royal box is large enough to 
accommodate a dozen or fifteen 
people. It adjoins the stewards 
box in which there is a conspicu- 
ous sign stating that the front of 
it is sot to be occupied while races 
are being run. In other words. 
stewards of the Jockey Club 
members of the royal family 
vet a clear view of the course 


the 
the 
can 


while the horses are racing down 


the stretch. 

At Epsom Downs there is also 
another small stand about two hun- 
dred yards from the larger build- 
ing. It was erected by the late 
King Edwards when he was Prince 
of Wales. So long as Queen Vic- 
toria lived he did not take :t upon 
himself to occupy the royal box 
except when she came to the races. 
He built this one for the tse of 
himself and friends. 

Like all other courses, Epsom 
has its troubles. Being crown land 
it is open to the public at all t.:me- 
and two or three roads cross the 
course. These are closed during 
the races. This did not cause any 





began to mumble the 
‘that occupied his mind. 


dozen voices. Every two 


poral. 


| German. 





GOAT” 


trouble as lone as there was noth- 
ine but horse-drawn vehicles. The 
auto, however, made in change, as 
in wet weather the trucks and 
heavy cars make ruts in the course 
which for one hundred and forty- 


five years has been reserved for 


the galloping horse. Parliament 
has been asked to close the roads 


but this has been found difficult. | 





A TRANSFER 


During a fierce infantry attack 
on a German position a British 
soldier was unfortunate enough to 
slightly gassed. It had a 
effect—causing a tem- 


rer 


peculiar 


| porary paralysis of the mind. The 


only thing he could remember was 
the terrible charge wiliereby they 
captured the enemy trench. The 
position was consolidated, and they 
sat the gassed man in the corner 
of a dug-out to recover. Just as 
the weary men were dropping off 


i a 
to sleep, the man in the corner 


only thing 


“Us British didn't ‘arf give 
them Germans ‘ell!”’ 

‘“What.’s that?’’ said the Cor- 
poral, sitting up. 

“Us British didn't 
them Germans ‘ell!’’ he reiterated 

“Qh, shut up!’? growled half a 
minutes 


‘arm give 


the poor chap repeated his homily, 
until the other occupants of the 
dug-out gave up sleep as an im- 
pussibility. 

‘Look “ere’?, said the Corporal 
going over to the man, “T cant 
stick it any longer; you ain't urt, 
and if you ses that any more we ll 


tum you into a blooming ‘Un, 


‘that’s wot we'll do.” 


The ‘‘zassed’’ man looked at him 
vaguely, and then repeated his 
dismal dirge. 

“That’s done it!’* said the Cor- 
He ‘grabbed a captured 
picklehaube, placed it on the head 


lof the man, and waved a bayonet 


before his eyes. 


‘“Now you're a bicomin® “Un—#t'} 


Understand. ”’ 
The man looked at him blankly 
and then nodded his head sadly. 
For twenty minutes not a ‘sound 
was heard but the peaceful breath- 


ing of the tired men. Ali of a) 


sudden the ‘‘gassed’’ man started 


| talking, and this is what he was 
isay-ng: ‘‘Them British didn’t ‘arf 


vive us Germans ’ell!’’ 








Letters to the Editor. 


Canadian Cavalry Brigade Vete- 
rans’ Association, Vancouver, 
B.C, 





November 21, 1933. 
The Editor, The Goat, 
Dear Sir, 
It may be of interest to you to 
hear that the association of old 


}comrades of the Canadian Caval- 


ry brigade has gained con'sider- 
ably in the matter of numbers 
since its formation two years ago. 
At that time we could only mus- 
‘ter twenty-seven members where- 
jas now a glance at the roll ot 
members on the back of the me- 
nu of our last dinner held Nev- 
ember 11. now shows a total of 
154. 

Many of these as you will see 
are old R.C.D’s and in all prob- 
ability some of the names will be 
recognized by comrades in othe. 
parts of Canada. 

The dinner was a great success 
'101 sitting down for the occasion, 


the band of the Irish Fusiliers 
providing the musical program. 


seems to increa- 
se as the years go by and there 
is a strong esprit de corps among 
al the members, Should any of 
the old comrades of the reg:ment 
|find themselves in this part of the 
world they might do well to be in 
touechi with the secretary E. A. 
King, 1426 Standard Bank Bidg. 
Vancouver, and he in turn could 
put them them in touch with 
‘any of the old regiment who 
mizht be remembered as an old 


The enthusiasm 


comrade. 
Wishing the 
kinds of success. 
l remains yours truly 
E. A. KING, 
Sec.-Treas. 


old regiment all 


‘Did you take my advice and, 
take a drink of whisky after a 
hot bath?’’ 

I tried to but I couldn't swallow 
all of the hot bath.’’ 





Fire Chief, on arriving at burn- 


jing building and finding the pla- 


ce enveloped in smoke. ** Alright 
men, take it easy, sit down till it 
burns down a bit so we can see 
what we are doing.’ 


The largest turkey farm in New 
Zealand has been built up from 
foundation stock secured from 
turkey breeders im Alberta some 
years ago. 
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The Blood Feud. 


By Norman Reilly Raine 





(Continued ) 


Dietz, shouting in a vain effort to 
rally his men, who were being 
swept away by the hail of bullets 
like smoke wreaths before a gale, 
went down with a piece of shrap- 
nel in the spine. Muller had been 
killed in the first burst, and Die- 
boldt, lost in the dreadful con- 
fusion and badly hit was drown- 
ing in a shell hole. The remnant 
of the raiders under a_ sergeant 
did the only thing brave men 
cou'd go. They charged the Gurkha 
trench. But the parapet was lined 
with pantherlike figures silent, 
terrible, with parchment faces, 
who leaped to meet them, swing- 
ing their deadly kukris. 

Stunned by the catastrophe and 
forced to take cover from the ava- 
lanche of Shell-fire, that flattened 
the parapet and turned the fire 
trench into an unspeakable mo- 
rass, Von Strolich somehow man- 
aged to shoot off the signal for 
retaliation fire to his batteries, and 
the German guns in turn pounded 
the Gurkha trenches, while the 
the tribesmen, shivering and half 
drowned, but grimly content, lay 
in safety in the shell holes fifty 
yards to the rear of their pulver- 
ized front line and jeered. The 
artillery fire died away. The ma- 
chine guns ceased to chatter. Only 
the rain and the dripping weeds 
and the rising wind that bit like 
a lance. 

Toward dawn a lone survivor of 
the raid tumbled into the travesty 
of the Pomeranian front line, bab- 
bing an incoherent story of a 
brown devil who had pressed 
something into his fist and pushed 
him out of the mélé in the diree- 
tion of his own lines. Von Strolich 
thinking of nothing but his but- 
chered raiders and of Dietz’s still, 
clay-spattered face ‘turned to the 
streaming sky, stared dully down 
at the ‘survivor’s muddy palm. It 
contained two gold coins, The 
blocd feud was on. 

With approach of winter the 
trenches were bogged, +but an oc- 
casional day of sunlight and high 
wind cheered the dead‘ocked fight- 


ers and relieved the drab monotony 


NMG.) 39S 


ject hurtled across the wire and 


! 
7 of trench life. Such a day mark- 
led the return to the line of the 
| Pomeranian Guards, With casual- 
ties rep'aced and confidence rest- 
ored Von Strolich marched in at 
the head of h’s company; and as 
the band played the battalion to 
the communication trench leading 
to the front line and the veterans 
vot under cover until dark, his 
heart, was light and he hoped, 
audibly, that the Pomeranians 
wou!d find temselves opposite Ga- 
nesh Lall and his Gurkhas, He no 
longer held illusions as to the part 
the tribesman had played in the 
debacle, and he was keen to even 
the score. After night-fall the re- 
lief was completed and the batta- 
lion setted down to the old fa- 
millar routine. 

In mid-afternoon of the first day 
a stentorian bellow in an English 
county voice came from the ene- 
my lines: 

‘Hi, there, Fritz! Are you ‘un- 
gry? ‘Ere’s some iron rations for 
yer then!’ and a small hard ob- 


‘anded with a thump on the bot- 
ton of the Pomeranian trench. The 
garrison scattered and dropped, 
waiting breathless for the explosion 
It did not come. One by one the 
guardsmen raised themselves. An 
under-officer stumped around a 
corner of the traverse and was 
told what had occured. He waited 
a minute longer, then entered the 
bay and picked up the missile. It 
was a ‘sealed container bearing a 
co_ored label and the words Fray 
Bentos—a harmless tin of British 
bu.ly beef. 

‘Tt is all right,’” he reassured. 
‘This is but a joke of the English 
They thought to fright- 
friends 


swine. 
en us, or to miake 
perhaps. Here! We too shall have 


2 


our litlte jest,"’ and procuring a 
ring of liver sausage, he sent it 
sailing like a quoit into the Brit- 
ish trench, 

‘*Merei, Fritz’’ 
voice responded. ‘* Well send you 


the same deep 


more tomorrow.” 

That night Von Stro_ich heard 
about the incident and strafed his 
men for fraternizing. But on the 
morrow, at the same hour, two 
mire tins soared across and were 
pounced upon, :t was a pleasant 
change of diet, and things wer 
returned. On the third day, and 
the fourth, when the expected tin 
dropped into the trench, an increas- 
ing number of the Pomeranians 


Se 
——_—y 


scrambled for possession. 

On the afternoon of the fifth day 
when the welcome gift arrived, a 
half score of joking, scuffing 
guardsmen threw themselves upon 
it like a Rugby = serimmage. It 
burst—filled with shrapnel and 
high explosive—and the Pomena- 
an trench was a shambles. 

Whistles were blown franctical- 
ly for the stretcher bearers, but be- 
fore they reached the scene an- 
other tin struck the parapet and 
rolled to the trench mat. It was 
not sealed and it did not explode 
and when it was opened by an ord- 
whose unpleasant 
job it was to investigate such 
things, it was found to contain 
rubble to give it weight, and two 
cold coins. The Gurkhas were back 
in the line 

Von Strolich was jumpy and 
irritable, and as he paced head- 
quarters dugout, his nerves screw- 


nance officer 


ed tense as wires, caused him to 
start at every sound. The chaf- 
fing of his fellow officers drew 
surly monosyllables, and presently 
they shrugged and left him alone. 
He was cracking, and they knew 
it. His stolid, methodical mind, 
sound and well informed in the 
eonventional ways of war, could 
not compass the thing that had 
come upon him, The vicious enmity 
apparent whenever they found 
themselvs opposing the Gurkhas 
had more than the suggestion of a 
personal quarrel. The return of 
the coins carried a message un- 
mistakable. It told him, beyond 
quibble that the little tribesmen 
had it in for him indiv:dually 
and the coins remaining unpaid 
were a constant and deadly threat. 
Such tactics, he felt, had no 
place on the Western Front: Life 
in the trenches was muddy horror 
enough, without the injection of 
such savagery. He did not under- 
stand it, and so did not know how 
to meet it. Bombardment did ni 
good. The Gurkhas simp'y climb- 
ed out of their trenches took cover 
*n seattered: shell holes and let the 
German guns hammer away. They 
suffered few casualties and de- 
rived infinite amusement from the 
game, A raid in force was useless. 
The tribesmen had the ears and 
smelling power of jungle animals 
and in addition no man’s land was 
whol y theirs. 
They patrolled at night lke 
leopards, as quiet and as deadly 
and regardless 


SSS 
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kept the Pomeranians in a cons- 
tant state of nerves. Outpost's had 
been butchered  revoltingly and 
without sound. *Sentries had been 
dragged over the very parapet and 
dawn had shown them, hanging 
like limp seare-crows in their own 
wire. None knew at what hour the 
litte brown men would descend in 
swift and murderous foray. To- 
night it was raining again, and 
Von Strolich looked forward to a 
little respite for himself and his 
weary men. But he could not be 
sure—that was the nerve-racking 
part of it—and he was wrapped 
in a profound depression which no- 
thing could shake. 

Buckling on his waterproof e¢a- 
pe, he left the dugout. The rain 
and wind smote him and, after 
the foggy atmosphere of the dug- 
out, chilled. him through. He 
sought out the unappreciative com- 
pany sergeant major and with him 
toured his front, checking up the 
sentries. They visited the outposts 
and listening posis, crawling on 
hands and knees through the mud 


and the wet, thinking weeds. Stump 


holes were flooded and there was 
a foot of water in the trenches. 
He had working parties out, re- 
vetting, filling sandbags, streng- 
thening weak points in the parapet 
reinforcing machine gun emplace- 
ments and enfilading points, key- 
ing up his men, keeping his mind 
busy and stifling fear, Still not 
satisfied, he dragged the disgust- 
ed sergeant major out to the wire 
in front of their position and hac 
it strung with improvised a’arms; 
but these clattered and bellowed in 
every gust of wind and bedeviled 
the sentries, so he had then pul- 
led in again, and was foreed to 
rely upon alert senses alone to 
warn of danger. Something of his 
mood was communicated in in- 
tangible fashion to his men, and 
there were lifted eye-brows in the 
dark when he had passed and mut- 
tered comment cf a kind that pre- 
saged demoralization of discipline 
in sudden emergency, At Jast the 
working parties retired, with, 
stump holes c'ear and drainage re- 
stored. He had an extra supply 
of hand grenades moved up into 
the front line, and when that was 
reported done, felt better. 


At two in the morning the rain 
ceased. A half hour later an excit- 
ed runner reported to Von Strolich 


of weather, and| who had gone to his dugout to 





snatch 
sleep, that every sign of enemy ac- 
tivity along the company front 
had stopped. There was no noise 
no firing, no flares going up. 
Drunk with fatigue he stumbled 
from his bunk, stomach quivering 
with nervous anticipation. 

‘*Tell the sergeant major to re- 
double his vigilance,’’ he ordered 
wearily. ‘‘Have a flare sent up 
every two minutes. 

Sick with apprehension he trudg- 
ed through the muck to the front 
line. His junior officers were at 
their ports, uneasy and expectant- 
ly watchful. He dispatched a mes- 
sage to battalion, outlining the si- 
tuation to the commanding officer 
officer and a’sking that necessary 
arrangements be made for artille- 
ry support in case of attack. Far 
to the right and the left, off their 
own frontage were the usual la‘s- 
hostilities 
settled upon the trenches in the ear- 
ly morning hours. But in front, as 
the runner had 
and utter stillness. The plop of 


sez faire half-hearted 


said, was dark 








a few minutes of uneasy | 


his own flares made him start, 
and he took a position in a snip- 
er’s post from which he could 
watch the ground in front. Its 
hideousness showed in the pallid 
calcium light as plainly as in the 
clare of noon. But beyond an oc- 
casional scavenger rat, it held 
no living thing. 

-For thirty minutes he remained 
motionless. Then he climbed down 


| and addressed a nearby officer. 


Een "86966 09080 ee 


‘‘There is nothing,’ he muttered, 
““T do not understand—’”’ 

“The other held up his hand 
sharply ‘‘Listen!’’ 

Their ears caught a gentle pat- 
tering which increased to a quick 
terrifying crescendo, and Von Stro- 


lich screamed instant warning. It | 


was the sound of hundreds of bare 
feet towards them 
across the mud. 

Madly he blew his whistle and 
the German front line burst into 
life. Rifie fire crackled along the 


slapping 


length of the front. Bombers hurl- | 


ed their grenades at random 


toward the enemy line and the air 
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was filled with their peculiar ping- 
ing bursts, Flares streamed up on 
every side, criss-crossing in grace- 
ful ares of white fire, and the grim 


faces, of the machine gunners 


poured sweat as the belts jerked 


round. Von Strolich sent up the 


8.0.8. 


In thirty seconds the German 
batteries responded, markine the 


ground between the lines and send 


ing never-ceasing fountains of 


earth sky-ward along the enemy 


front and support trenches. As a 
defensive display it was perfect 
Nothing could live through that 
hail of death. The uproar started 
panic all alone the line and the 
flanks for a mile of more, both 
German and British joined in the 
show. i 

It was an hour before the last re- 


-luetant detonation died away and 


Von Strotich hearing only the sul- 
len mutter of distant guns, rubbed 
his hands jubilantly. Not one of the 
enemy had reached his wire. That 
would teach the yellow dogs a 
lesson. He leaned once more upon 
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Milk is one of the most nourishing foods 
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a quart a day of milk which you know to 
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the parapet listening. Then, as he 
stepped back upon the trench mat, 
from the Gurkha trench came ap- 
peal after peal of loud sardonic 
laughter. In a wave of bitterness, 
the Pomeranian understood and he 
geround his teeth and stamped hi's 
hee] into the earth. He had been 
tricked again. The Gurkhas had 
not tried to come across. They had 
simply patted their wet parapet 
with the palms of their hands. 
An hour later they repeated the 
performance and in spite of the 
fact that they knew they had been 
played with before. Von Strolich’s 
ragged-nerved sentries blazed away 
again once more the alarm spread 
to the flank and caused the useless 
expenditure of thousands of rounds 
of ammunition, tailed off by the 
Gurkhas’ ironic laughter. To 
sweeten Von Strolich’s temper, too, 
came a note from brigade forward- 
ed by his colonel, entreating him, 
not to be a fool. Resentful and des- 
perate, he ordered) his men to dis- 
regard it if it occurred again. 
Sleep now was out of the ques- 
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tion, and he prowled about the 
trenches in mental torment until 
nearly dawn. The battalion was to 
be relieved that night, and earnest- 
ly he prayed that they would be 
ordered to another part of the line 
He had had enough. 

Stand-to, that hour when the op- 
posing forces manned their tren- 
ches in, strength against the favou- 
rite time of attack came just be- 
Tore daybreak and the Pomera- 
nian trenches were crowded with 
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men. Von Strolich) and his officers | for one sickening moment he knew 


moved slowly along the company 
front, inspecting the troops and 
making certain that everything 
was in good order. All showed the 
effect of the strain of the night. 
Suddenly their ears again were 
assailed by that disturbing patter 
on the mud, Now, however, tha 
men were under better contre!, 
They were not going to be fooled 
again. 
“Don "t 
shouted. 


The sound increased in volume, | 
‘tangled heap 


beating upon their eardrums, but 
the men in the trench stood ten- 
se, Without movement, Let the 
fools play. They would no¢ bite 
this time. 


The sentry’s scream of warning 
ended. in a hacking grunt, and his 
body tumbled back into the tren- 


ches. The Gurkhas were upon 


lthem, steaming in a yellow horde 


over the parapet, into the crowd- 
ed trench. The narrow trench rang 
with shouts blows, the groans of 


fire!’ Von Stolich | 
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work; the tribes men were on them 
too quickly, and the luckless Po- 
meranians were aS men unarmed. 
Cramped and unable to use their 
superior weight against the chun- 
ky little men from the MHimala- 
yas, they fought desperately for 
a few minutes with fist and boot 
Shoes in Satin, Suede,|and teeth, but against that un 
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In several models. ed to water and they gave, broke 
S : and ran. The Gurkhas pursued 
Fancy uitcases them. No flesh could stand against 
Hat boxes and Toilet] the fury of their attack. 
sets. 


Velour Overshoes, 
Jersey Overshoes 


Von Strolich, with his back to 
the trench wall, fought white- 
lipped for his life. He was not a 


coward, and when his emptied 


with or without fur|automatic failed to respond, he 
_* | 
trim. used the butt. 


There was a great roaring in 
‘his brain. He warded off a glanc- 
ing blow and sent an assailant 
‘into writhing agony with a ter- 
!rifie kick in the stomach. But 
they | were too many for him. 
They climbed on and over him 
like gigantic cats, hindering the 
kill by their very violence to get 
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at him, 

Scarlet specks danced betore 
his bu’ging eyes and he warded 
off the murderous sweep of a hea- 
vy blade at the cost of his left 
arm. He was near his end, and 
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it. Then, as he roused himself for 
a last despairing effort, a leaping 
shape blotted out the rising sun, 
bounded across the parados and 
into the trench. 


It was the wolf of the Himalayas |! 


Jugundra Sur. Close behind him 


Ganesh Lal knocked aside the hand 


of Jugundra Sur as the hillman 
slashed downward in a mighty 


sweep, 


‘Nay! This man is mine,’’ he | 
screamed, and launched himself at 


the Pomeranian’s throat. In a 
they went to the 
bottom of the trench. Von Stro- 
lich threw off the Gurkha and 
half rose to his knee. He never saw 
it coming, 
descending steel. 

A; quarter of an hour later, bur- 
dened with loot, the Gurkhas trot- 
ted contentedly back to their own 
trenches and prosaically took over 
against the inevitable artillery 
counterblow, And when the Pome- 
ranian supports crept cautiously 






that flash of bright 
| ber town. Another 








A Quiet 
Christmas at 
the Front. 





By F. A. MacKenzie 
With Courtesy of ‘*The Veteran’ 


Most of us, when Christmas 
comes, recall the Christmases of 
other days. The happiest Christ- 
mas Is, of course, at home. For some 


year's, it seemed my fate never to 


be with my wife and children at 
Christmas time, One very jolly and 
cheerful Noel, was spent in a lum- 
gay occasion 
was aboard a steamer in the Pa- 
cific. Three or four none too cheer- 
ful Christmases were passed in 
Moscow. The most tragic of all was 
in the city of Irkutsk, when the 
great famine was slaying its thou- 
sands daily in Russia. I was the 


‘our old friend John D. of First 


farward up the now deserted tren- | first foreigner to enter Siberia 
ches, to reinvest their front line,;| from the Russian side, after the 
they came upon the body of Ed-| great war between the Reds and 
mund Erie Von Strolich of the | the Whites, and a Russian compa- 
Guards. Upon his breast in regular | nion and myself had had a pretty 
order. like the insignia of a decora- | rough experience on our way to 
tion. lay two pieces of shining gold. | Irkutsk. There had been a_ bad 
smaslt up at Taiga, and at Omsk 
HE JUST COULDN’T TAKE IT | the station master had tried to 
hold us up and exploit us. Inci- 
| dentally, he was tried afterwards 
by a military court for this and 
narrowly escaped death. All our 
journey 








Among the spectators who wit- 
nessed the parade recently held in 
Montreal, was an ex-drag known to 
most of us down on the Farm 
as ‘Monk’ Dougherty. When the 
Royal Canadian Dragoons marched 
by, the first thing Monk saw was 


long, we were freezing 
nd half starvine—freezing because 
}there was no fuel to be had to 
warm the ¢rains, althouzh the tem- 
perature was far down below ze- 
Troop riding at the head of the}ro, and half starving because 
column, and earrying a Trumpet | there was no food to buy, beg or 
steal. 


When we reach Irkutsk on 
/Christmas Eve, we found refuge 
in the filthiest house that I have 
ever seen. That night we manag- 
ed to buy a little food and ate, 
it eagerly, only to discover later 
how bad it was. On Christmas Day 
I—searcely 








mind you’ ‘‘Do my eyes decieve 
me?*’ asked Monk to himself, **Or | 
am I just seeing things” this was 
to much for Monk who promptly 
fainted. From that day Doctors 
have reported that he is recover- 
ing and will be domg nicely for 
Christmas. 
© eee 


Overheard on a reeruits’ ¢'as able to crawl along 


while on sword drill— mysei—was busy nursing my 
Reeruit: ‘‘Who invented 
sword, Sergeant? 
Sergeant: ‘‘I did.”’ 
Reeruit: *‘Do they call vou Ri- 


plevy, Sergeant ?”’ 


Russian companion who seemed to 
be dying. We were both rather 
badly poisoned. 

The most thrilling Christmas 
| that I ever spent was in the lines 
in 1916. There had been a lot of 
trouble in France over Christmas 


thi 


A sense of humor is a shock-ab- 


sorber that will save you from |celebrations. On the morning of 
many a cruel jolt in life. Christmas Day, 1914 in rat 
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haunted, vermin stricken, muddy 
trenches, somewhere to the south 
of Ypres a German soldier showed 
himself above the parapet, signal- 
ing in friendly fashion. Some of 
our lads signalled back, The Ger- 
man waved a string of sausages, 
and one of our boys waved back 
a box of chocolates. A voice came 
over in English ‘It’s Christmas day 
Let us forget the—war.’’ There- 
upon the German soldier, just as 
muddy in his field grey as our 
boys were in their khaki, vaulted 
over their trenches—our 
were close together at this point 
—into No Man’s Land. One of the 
British Tommies leapt over too. 
These two men, who, the previous 
dav had been trying to kil one 
another, shook hands and wished 
one another a ‘‘Merry Christmas ”’ 
The German had been a clerk In a 
London office. 


lines 


‘*Merry Christmas,” again said 
the German. 

‘*Merry Christmas,’’ again 
the Tommy. 

And then the others came 


the top until in No Man’s Land 


sald 


over 


 _———————————————————————————— 


surely the most extraordinary | 
Christmas feast that ever had 


been or ever will be was held. They 
sang and exchanged food and smo- 
kes. When dusk came on, each 
drew back to his own side. That 
night, fighting began again in 
earnest. 

Now, such a thing, you will readi- 
ly understand, is quite fatal to mi- 
litary discipline. In war you must 
‘earn to hate your enemy, not to 
have a Christmas feast with him. 
God knows we had enough cause 
for hatred. Such a thing as that 
gathering in No Man’s Land, be- 
gun in all 
led to an enemy trap on either side, 
And ‘so, the strictest orders were 
issued from G. H. Q., from Corps, 
from Division and from Brigade, 
backed by all the authority of all 
the highest and the lowest of the 
‘‘red tabs’’ that this Christmas 
there was to be ‘‘no fraternising.”’ 


eood nature, might have 


I was a war corespondent, duly 
and officially accredited. Mine was 
supposed, by those who did not do 
our work, to be a pretty *‘cushy”’ 
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to spend this Christmas day with 
my wife and my litt!e children in 
London, having just returned 
there from a journey along some 
other part of the line. But I re- 
ce:ved instructions, not from my 
editor, but from a certain branch 
of the Intelligence Department, 
that it would be a good thing for 
me to describe for the people of 
Canada how their boys at the front 
spent Christmas, The train was 
leaving Victoria next morning at a 
certain hour and I was to be there 


The Channel steamer landed us 


at Calais in place of the wsual | 


Boulogne. It was a strange Christ- 
mas Eve at Calais! The place was 


in absolute darkness, for there had | 


been some heavy German air raids. 
Heavy storms 
things, and a ship had run ashore 
at the mouth of Boulogne harbor, 
paralyzing traffie there. It was 


raining heavily. Numbers of men, | 


home for Christmas, were held up, 
unable to get away. 
more, Who had just come in, could 
not get back to their battalions. I 


job. Maybe it was. I had expected | was fortunate to find a friend go- 


at sea had upset 


Numbers 





ing down in a staff car. Tear- 
ing along the black, dark roads, be- 
hind the lines, there was one mo- 
ment when the hearts of a!l of us 
stood still. We had just avoided one 
obstruction on the road, when, 
sudden'y we were right on a 
military motor cyclist, whom the 
obstruet:on had hidden. Despite 
the quickest swerve by our driv- 
er, We caught the machine and 
sent it and the man hurling to the 
side into a fie'd. We jumped out 
and hurried up to him expecting 
a dead man and a wrecked motor 
eyele. But before we could get 
there, he was trying to stand on 
his feet again. By one of these 
lucky chances that sometimes hap- 
pen, he had escaped almost "1n‘.- 
jured and his motor cycle was still 
able to function. 

A group of lads whom I knew 
—if [ remember right, they were 


from a Nova Scotia  battalion— 
had prepared a nice little sur- 
prise for ‘Jerry’ on Christmas 


morning, a surprise which, later 
on in the day, was to re-act on 
us. They had argued, and rightly 
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that the Germans would never ex- 
pect a raid on their trenches on 
this of all days, and so they’ went 
out to give him what he wa’ not 
looking for. In those’ days, 
preparations for a small, sudden 
raid were quite elaborate. You 
blackened your face, neck and 
hands, so that your flesh would not 
reveal itse!f, and you took a good 
supply of bombs supplemented 
sometimes by a useful little weapon 
called a knob kerri. The knob kerri 
can best be deseribed as a cros's 
between a club and a policeman’s 
baton, with knobs on it. One blow 
from it was reckoned sufficient 
to knock out anybody, and in fight- 
ing in the confined quarters of 
the trenches, the knob kerri could 
often be used much more effective- 
ly than the bayonnetting rifle. 


My young friends did all that 
they expected. They crept up to 
the German's trenches without 
being perceived, and cleaned up 
one length in record time, bombing 
every dug out, capturing three 
prisoners and dealing in effect- 
ve fashion with the men in the 
open trenches. Then they made a 
quick retreat, their prisoner's with 
them, They told me all about it a 
day or two afterwards. They were 
rather proud of themse:ves, as 
they had a right to be. 


But when I reached one stretch 
of the line, the enemy were hitting 
back, Christmas or no Christmas, 
they were not going to take this kind 
of thing lying down, and accord- 
ingly, they were straffing this sec- 
tion of the line good and plenty. 
The place was quite lively, the 


sound of the shells tearing towards | 
you as though a great stretch of | 


thick cotton sheeting was being 
torn asunder the heavens to the 
earth. The shels, as they burst, 
sent up their thick volume of 
smoke and fragments. ‘‘Isn't it 
funny,‘’’ remarked one man, who 
was with me, after we raised our 
heads again from ducking, when 
a shell burst much too close to be 
pleasant, *‘Isn’t it funny to think 
that if one of these little frag- 
ments hit us, it would do us in?”’ 
Some people have a strange 
sense of humour! 

I was due to lunch with a bat- 
talion that had come out of the 
line two days before, and was 
now ‘staying in a quiet French vi-- 
lage. The lads had had two days 
to rest, and in two days you can 
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do wonderful things. Even the 
sleet, the rain and the snow, that 
were making the landscape still 
more miserable than it otherwise 
was, could not dishearten them. 
They were in the humour for 
Christmas and Christmas celebra- 
tions had started early, There had 
been an early Communion ser- 
vice in the foremost dug out, and 
after church service the great feast 
of the day was coming. Most of 
the Christmas parcels had not ar- 
rived, for traffic in the Channel 
was very dangerous just then, and 
the crashing of the ship in the 
storm, right at the entrance to Bou- 
logne.-harbour, had held back ‘sup- 
plies. 

- The village was mainly made up, 
as many villages about that part 
were, of several great farms, each 
with its great midden and dung 
heap in the centre, and with the 
the big farm buildings all around. 
These buildings had been turned 
into barracks, and the barns made 
into living 


no windows and it was much too 
cold to keep the doors open, The 
only illumination was feeble can- 
dies and thera Was none too much 
space. Moreover, the tiles were 
very loosely laid and there were 
plenty of cracks in the wood work 
to ensure ample ventilation. Sleep- 
ing in one of these barns, you 
might have been frozen to death. 
‘but you certainly would not die 
of suffocation, however tightly 
the barn was packed. 





There were lines of roughly 
made bunks on either side of the 
long barns. Right around the 
centre were long tables, with 
|}candles stuck on them, 
stuff hung on the walls, with 
Christmas cards and other ilius- 
trations, which | need not more 
particularly describe. 


green 


Now came monster baking di- 
shes full of turkey and _ bacon, 
great piles of boiled corn, plenty 
of vegetables, lashings of apple 
sauce aud gallons of gravy, The 
officers had sent scouts out, days 
before, buying up farmer's stocks. 
Life in the cold of the Arras tren- 
ehes certainly made for good ap- 
petites. **Give me Christmas once 
a week,’ said one husky lad. 

The men filed along, holding 
their tin canteens in their hands 
for their turkey and bacon, vege- 
tables and goodies, all in one great 





and sleeping places. | 
They were very dark, for they had | 


-erowd in the world. 


pile. The wisest buek private 
brought a wash-hand basin to hold 


his. Here you cou'd come and 


‘come again, There was plenty for 


all. 
A visitor, who had not known, 


'what these young fellows had gone 


through recently, might have pic- 
tured them as the lightest hearted 
There was 
laughter a plenty, humour, some 
of it rather heavy, and sarcasm 


some of it very deadly. I knew this 


battalion. As I looked round the 
ranks, I noted the absence of old 
friends who had ‘‘gone West’? dur- 
ing the last fortnight, caught by 
shell or gas. | 

T knew that some of those around 
me had been two, three and four 
times wounded, seriously wound- 
ed, Does anyone, who has not en- 
dured it, know the agony that a se- 
rious wound often means? Three 
times seriously wounded, yet here 
they were, back in the ranks doing 
their job and keeping on. 

I shal never forget how a boy 
from Alberta turned on a comfort- 
ably placed politician, who was vi- 
siting the lines, who asked him how 
he liked it. The young Westerner, 
as it happened, had just seen his 


‘chum ‘‘done in” that morning, and 
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his nerves were raw. *‘ Like it?”’ he 
turned round sharply to the visitor 
‘‘What th’hell does it matter whe- 
ther I like it or not I’m doing 
it, aren’t I, and J am going to 
keep on doing it, till we fin‘sh 
the job. Se are the rest of us. But 
‘like it? You make me sick!’ 
The Colonel himself went round 
inspecting the Christmas dinner 
and made a short, cheery, friendly 
talk, that showed how near he and 


be our Jast Christmas in the tren- 
ehes,’” he said. When it came to 
my turn, let me frankly admit 
that I did not know what to say, 
to talk sentiment would have 
been absurd. Life was much too 
real here and much too grim for 
heroic, high falutin’ talk. And so 


I compromised by giving my 
message in as matter of fact 


way that I could, and promising 
to send a message back of remem- 
brance and Christmas greeting. 
Our position was facing Vimy 
Ridge. The Canadians had just 
come up from the Somme with its 
mud and its horrors, and 
the long stretch in 
front of what the Germans con'si- 


had 
taken over 










the boys were together. ‘‘ May this | 





dered one of their most invincible 
positions. They held the top of the 
ridge and had fortified it so strong. 
ly that it seemed impossible that it 
could be taken. Certainly they 
never thought that they could lose 
it. When, months later, I visited 
some of their officers’ dug outs 
which they had built at the bot- 
tom of the other side of the hill, 
I realized that they they had plan- 
ned them as though they were go- 
ing to remain on the spot for years. 
They had finely ornamented room, 
panelled corridors and all the 
delights of civilization, But the 


British G.H.Q. had made up its 
mind that 


Vimy presented the 
right spot for a new attack for- 
ward, and the Canadians were to 
make it, 

Miles behind the ridge on our 
side one would come on carefully 
concealed gun emplacements. <Ar- 
tillery, was being hurried in such 
quantities as was had never 
known before. The troops were 
just entering into a plan of spe- 
cial training that was to last until 
Easter when the attack would be 
launched. Meanwhile it was the 
business of the troops to keep the 
Germans pleasantly occupied, to 
rouse No suspicions either by too 
great activity or too great quiet. 
We were to lull them into a sen- 
se of security, and then to stri- 
ke, 

There were various entertain- 
-mInents in the village that afternoon 
but I could not stop for them, I 
was due in the front lines. 

The communicating trenches 
were very long. It was impossible 
to show yourself by daylight for 
miles behind our front without be- 
ing observed by the German gun- 
ners and receiving their ready at- 
tention. The only way was to walk 
along the narrow trenches with: 
their **bath-mat’’ paths. ‘‘Bath 
mats’* are, of course little stret- 
ches of latticed woodwork, so ar- 
ranged that the rain runs through 
them. Housewives use them in 
their sculleries, to keep their feee 
| dry. The soldiers used them in the 
| trenches. Without them, one would 

have sunk in the mud at every 
step. It was after three in the af- 
ternoon before I reached the dug 
out of the colonel in charge of 
the company holding the front line 
He was having his Little Christmas 
festival. A tin of shortbread had 
|arrived by post when most other 
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Christmas packages had failed to | 


come. We sat in his cold, wet and 
dripping dug out, talking of a 
hundred things—but never of the 
things that lay nearest to our 
hearts. 

It was getting dark now, time 
to inspect the front lines. Our 
trenches here were so deep in mud 
that it was impossib’e to keep 
them in shape or order, The rain 
which had held off for part of 
the afternoon, was coming on 
again. We could hear the heavy 
‘“erump’’ of the German ‘rum jars’ 
being fired on a trench some dis- 
tance to our left. The officer who 
accompanied me tried to lead the 
way through one trench, but we 
could not go far. Three men had 
been stuck in the mud of that 
trench the day before and had had 
to be pulled out with ropes. It 
seemed to us that, at any step, one 
might suddenly sink head deep in 
this sea of water-soaked earth. | 
recalled the old joke about the 
Scottish soldier in Ypres, in the 
early days of the war. A comrade 
making his way through the tren- 
ches, had, secured what he thought 
a firm footing in the mud, but 


found after a time, that he was 


standing on the Scots soldier’s 
head. He rescued him. ‘Jock’ he 
said ‘‘but I didna feel half as bad 
as the man whose heid I was 
tramping on!”’ 


old trenches creeping low through 





No man’s land going from pool to — 
pool, shel hole to Shell ho’e, mak- | 


ing no sound, using the cover of 
every bit of bush and ready to 
keep rigidly still at the first sound 
of a German flare, or at the first 
hiss, to drop quickly straight down, 
faces in the mud, to avoid observ- 
ation. Now we were further on, 


«ose to the German wire, within | 


listening distance had it been a 
quiet night, of the German senr- 
tries. 

I looked around. There were the 
men of the outpost we had come to 
visit. soaked in mud, helmets, even 
gas Inasks, water-proofs , trench 
boots, everything. I was never 
able to find waterproofs or ‘eather 


goods that could keep out the mud | 


of Vimy or the Somme; nor could 
anyone else. Every man carefully 


guarded two things from the mud, | 


his rifle ammunition and his 
bombs. The breach blocks of the 


| of life one 
flashes 
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and clothes were just mud pat- 
ches. 

The Captain went over the ins- 
tructions with the Sergeant in a 
low voices. Tie squad had litt! 
time to notice us. They were wat- 
ching and listning, with the in- 
tentness of hunters after wild prey. 
At any moment, a German patre 
might alight on/ them. At any mo- 
ment, if the enemy obtained the 
slightest suspicion of their presence 
the long ‘rip’ of machine gun bul- 
lets and the ‘ping’ of the snipers’ 
rifles would tell of death hurryin: 
to meet them 

‘* A merry Christmas!’’ It sound- 
ed a mockery. They could not even 
think, there in that morass’ of 
mud and shell holes, that this was 
Christmas. 

Back again, out of No Man’s 
Land on to the ‘‘bath mats’’ and < 
lone walk back through the tre: 
ches. It was pitch dark, new and 
stormy. Some of the ‘bath mats’’ 
had not been fixed down very 
curely and if you trod on one 
end of them, they had a way of 
throwing you over. Here and there 
it was possible to see how one 
was goig, by an ocasional low 
flash of one’s electric pocket lamp, 
but generally this was not allowed. 


To show a light meant to invite a 
German she!]. At last, after what | 


seemed miles, we were out in the 


| open country again, where it was 


Now we were out .beyond. our , Possible to walk on the surface 


once more. 

Horses that were to have been 
waiting for us at this spot had 
not: arrived. There a search for a 
fie'd telephone, enquiries from one 
place and another, and at last, the 
discovery of Some animals that we 
could use. I had promised to dine 


that night with the oficers of a 
| friendly battalion. The hour for 


dinner was already past. and 
their mess was some miles away. 
There came a mad gallop through 
black desolation. The only signs 
could 


ther side was searching for the 


too of distant shells exploding, 
none near us. A heavy hail storm 
was falling in earnest now, cut- 
tine into one’s skin as our horses 
tore along. 


At last a village door was flung 


open an orderly stood ready to take 


rifles were clean. For the rest, men | our horses, cheerful lights were 





see were the | 
of light on the distant | 
| hitls, flares which showed how ei- 


a 


shining, a well laden table, a 
Christmas tree, and warming 
drinks for the inner man avaited 
us. 

“Take off these things’’ com- 
manded the Colonel. ‘‘Get on ‘so- 
mething dry. Your dinner’s be- 
ing kept hot.’’ A Major proved 
to be nearest my size and he loan- 
ed me a spare uniform, Very soo1 
I was back in the dining room 
-again, with the mud scraped off 
my face and hands, in dry clothes 
feeling wonderfwly content. 


} 


What a night it was! There was 
a big open fire in that old French 
room and after I had satisfied my 
inner man, I joined the circle 
around it, Everyone was in the 
highest spirits, for the Brigade had 
done wonderfully in the last 
month and was going to do still 
more wonderfully in the future. 
There were yarns to be exchanged, 
tales of adventures in many ‘ands, 
Christmas toasts to be drunk, ches- 
nuts to be roasted, and songs to 
be sung. But, even as I sat, warm- 
ing myself at the glowing fire and 
listening to the howling storm out- 
side, I could not move from my 
‘brain the vision of the men I had 
seen, a few hours before, c‘ose 
to the German wires mud soaked, 
half frozen, open eyed, facing 
death. 
| That Christmas Day on Vimy 
Ridge was to every soldier there 
ta comparatively easy day. To a 
man in the fighting at Cambrai, 
‘to anyone who was in the advance 
(of Passchendaele or who had shar- 
ed any one of a hundred: and one 
experiences which every battalion 
endured, a day like this was a 
‘giddy holiday.”* (PS. I have 
known other abjective ot be 
ed.) My companions on 
Christmas Day were within a few 
weeks, to go through experience: 
which would make mere mud seem 
a bed of down. Many of them ‘went 
West’ before the summer wa: 
over. Some [ met agai in ¢a- 
sualty station and military hospi- 
tal. 









it for some of those who were 
there. They did teir part, the Can- 


adians at Vimy and in many an- 


other fight the “Old Contempti- 


bles,’’ the Territorial Armies, the! 
the men from Australia, New Zea- 
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Was their sacrifice worth while? 


| There was irrecuar tat- ; - TAR onthor thar ; ts f oe ee 


jan active participant in most of the 
fighting that I witnessed, can ask’ 
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that | @t their tables, 


Page 19 


land and from every part of the 
Empire. Along their side, the Roy- 
al Newfoundland Regiment stands 
in worthy place. The men of the 
First Battalion, who paid the pri- 
ce of the war to the ful, from 
Gallipoli to the last battles around 
Passchendaele, set this Dominion 
an example that, please God, will 
never be forgotten, 

- Was their tremendous enduran- 
ce worth while? Have the people 
who did not fight proved that 
they realize and remember — that 
it was? What of the war victims, 
the men who emerged from the 
great contlict with nerves slat- 
tered, physique weakened and may 
be with permanent physical hurt? 
Have the stay-at-homes looked af- 
ter them? I hope that they have 
in every part of the Empire. 

Happily the question whether 
the courage of our brother and 
sons was worth while does not <le- 
pend on the memories of the men 
who never saw France. We know 
what the fighting men acecomp|ish- 
ed, Had they not done, time after 
time the seemingly impossible, had 
they not endured, as surely men 
have never been called upon to 
endure before, our Empire could 
not have lived. And I am one of 
those who believe that the Brit- 
ish Empire, in spite of shortcom- 
ings, faults and mistakes, has 
been and is one of the great world 
factors for liberty, justice and 
good government. Had the men in 
the ranks not saved it, we would 
have passed under a tyranny 
that would have changed the face 
of the world and changed it infi- 
nitely for the worse. 

And those, who to-day glance 
sorrowluly at the empty places 
where sons and 
brothers would have been but for 
the Great, War, can at least remem- 
ber with pride that, if they paid 
the great price, it was for a great 
cause. 


Sandy, recent!y married took his 
wife down to an aviation field, 
where he was offered a ride in a 
plane at the rate of a pound a 


dy. 

“Tl tell what I’) do,’’? remark- 
ed afiater. I'll take both you 
and your wife up and if you don’t 
say a word during the trip it’ll 
cost you nothing.’ up they went 
and after a rather giddy ride they 
landed again, 
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AN EYE FOR COLOR 


The Canadian Soldier strolled 
into a first-class compartment of a 
L, & N.W. train, and made him- 
self comfortable in a corner seat. 
The only other occupants were two 
elderly ladies. 


“This is not a smoking compart- 
ment,’” he said significantly. 

“IT know that, but I got the 
‘adies’ permission,’” repled the 
Canadian. 

‘Nevertheless, I object, and al- 
though you were kind enough to 
rescue my ticket, [ must ask you 
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| the ticket was 





‘What right has that gentleman 


to-——" 


; 


‘*T must insist, sir,’’ interrupt- 
ed the guard sternly. 

Finding further protest useless, 
produced, and | 


proved to be a third-class one. 





The old gentleman was bundled FATHER'S CREAT 


‘The Canadian took out a cigar- SACAPEST: 
etta case, then noticing that it was 
not a smoking compartment, said* 

“*Say, I guess I got the wrong 
box! Do you ladies object to my 


| out bag and baggage into a third- | 





to c¢ease smoking. - 
the | 


rn , : ) = 

The Canadian took not class compartment, and the Cana- 
“i 

sliehtest notice but went on putf dian went on smoking. The two 


1 cr « ee ¥ J : a J i r 
ng away serenely. | ladies were highly amused. 


The old gentleman got very ex- | 


| ‘*Exeuse me,’’ said one of them, 


smoking ?’? 

Both ladies beamed affably and 
assured him they didn’t mind a 
bit, whereat he lighted a cigarette 
and was happy. Two minutes later 
an austere looking old gentleman 
entered. He took the seat opposite 
the Canadian, 
dropped his ticket on the floor. 
The soldier dived down and rescued 
it, smiling enigmatica:] y at the 
owner as he handed it to him. 

A little later the old gentleman 
began to sniff and look around 
him. It wasn’t long before he dis- 
covered the cause of the smell, 


me, 
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bringing new joy to thousancds. 
Sucomparable! Unvivalled! 


——— 
= Ss ae a, 


the soldier, 


and, as he sat down | 





it 
lity Ale [: 
the Daddy’ cf them all i, 


hovs's no substitute Gr quality! The trixmph of 
rfAlle proves that! Fis aged, 


o. 
FuGE Front sire nath, 7 mine Bi life and sturdy body is 


e'ted and ealled the guard. 


man smoking jin a non-smoking car 
riag.”’ 

said the guard to 
**T must ask you either 
to stop smoking’ or find a smoking 
compartment. ’”’ 

“First of all,’’ said the so'dter, 
‘‘T should like you to examine that 
ventleman’s ticket.’’ 

The old gentleman stammered a 
refusal, and blushed crimson. The 
guard began to get Suspicious. 

‘‘May I trouble you, sir?’’ 
said. 


“Sorry, sir,’”’ 


he 


= 


seocrits 


wetene |e 
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‘““Guard, I object to this gentle- | us ow gis — know he had a 


third-class ticket.’ 
The Canadian Aenea broadly. 
‘Snakes! It was lke stealing 
eandy from a baby. I saw the co- | 





°WHITE MEAT FOR. 
ME, PLEASE” 


lor of it—it was the same as mine! 


is red, drink gin. 








When you tell the truth you 
dont have to remember what vou 
said, 


| 
| 
| 
Look not upon the wine when it 
FATHER’S GLARE | 


SPARKLING ENERGY] 
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MAde FRESH--Kept FRESH 


SEALED IN 
SS MOFSTUREPROOF CELLOPHANE 


COMPLIMENTS 


— FROM — 
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nt oe | = Ths Bread with the flavour. 
ROBERTSON BROS. LTD. 
103 Queen Street East, 
Toronto 2, Ontario. 













ANTHONY MOLE 


HARDWARE MERCHANT 
534 Queen Street, West 
_ TORONTO 
TELEPHONE—ADELAIDE 0333 





CHOCOLATE BARS 


A Bar to Suit Every ‘Taste. 
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PROMPT DELIVERY PRICES RIGHT © 
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“Drink GURD'S Drinks 


Wherever you have the 
opportunity ! 


















GURD'S Ginees Ales. 
GURD'S Soda Water. 
GURD’'S Ginger Beer. 


| William Scully Limited, } 


CONTRACTORS TO 
DEPARTMENT OF NATIONAL DEFENCE. 





Uniform and Equipment Manufacturers. 










Gurd’s Dry Ginger Ale is the Acme of select 


Standards, Guidons and Colours. : 
refreshment—a winner—with people 











CAPS SHIRTS 
HELMETS  TTES of discerning taste! 
BUTTONS BLAZERS ; ee 
“Sy nase] GURD'S DRINKS SATISFY! 
SWORDS HAT! BANDS JAY |= a ® 
BOOTS SWEATERS 









: Mess, Undress and Service Uniforms. F 
' 1202 University St., Montreal. * 


Samples and Prices on application. 







On sale at the Canteen 
On call at the Mess. 








BADGES 
BUTTONS 
BELTS 










| LIMITED 
MILITARY EQUIPMENT MANUFACTURERS 


1127 Beaver Hall Hill, 
MONTREAL 










[TiS 7B BES 1 


‘With an Enviable Reputation for Quality’? 









Sold by all Groceries in 
Q8s., 49s., and 24s. bags. 


and at 









¥ London 
i |i¢ CUPS ' Birmingham GOLD & SILVER 
+|% MEDALS New York LACES 
@/; SHIELDS Bombay, Etc. DECORATIONS 


